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“These letters ... constitute a har- 
rowing literary journey—one which 
can never entirely be separated from 
the corpus of Philip K. Dick’s fiction.... 


Illuminating and embarrassing, brilliant 
and pathetic, the letters of Philip K. Dick 
are the real thing.” 

—William Gibson, from the Introduction 


“If I’m not a reincarnation of Grace 
Slick than who am I? And why in mid- 
March did I acquire paranormal powers of 
the most noble kind, much like Spinoza 
had, plus much more? (I’m kidding.) (I’m 
not kidding.) (Neither is true.) (Both are 
true.)” 

—Philip K. Dick, December 9, 1974 


“I do not even anymore feel fear; Iam 
too tired for all that. All the letters I have 
written—where are they now? The books? 
The stories? The bright ideas out of sucha 
fertile mind...?” 

—Philip K. Dick, December 7, 1970 


“Ah well. It’s as if the gods were sitting 
around, and having nothing better to do 
they said, ‘Let’s see old Phil get THIS 
down on paper.’ And then they revealed all 
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Introduction 


When I first encountered the country you are about to enter, it consisted of 
a pristine stack of unbound proof pages housed in a special sort of 
cardboard box native to the workshops of serious small press publishers. 
But these letters formed part of a whole that was anything but tidy; they 
constitute a harrowing literary journey—one which can never entirely be 
separated from the corpus of Philip K. Dick’s fiction. They are, to borrow a 
phrase from J. G. Ballard, terminal documents, demanding our full and 
immediate attention; | regret the decision to publish them in anything less 
than their terrible human entirety. 

I never met Philip K. Dick, but | know that he inspired loyalty and 
affection in many who knew him. At the start of my own writing career, 
Vancouver's science fiction community still swayed slightly in the wind of 
PKD’s recent passage. He had arrived as guest of honor at the local 
convention, and had delighted the locals by unexpectedly jumping ship 
and taking up residence. Fans who were privy to this Vancouver Period 
subsequently spoke of him, but fondly, as one might of some profound 
Fortean singularity, the human equivalent of a torrent of frogs. And though 
no two versions of the sighting ever seemed to quite match up, it could be 
agreed that the luminous object had definitely vanished over the southern 
horizon. 

Now we are left with his fiction, and with these letters, the majority of 
which were typeset from the carbons he scrupulously preserved. ‘To those 
who protest that he might have objected to the publication of much of this 
material, I can only point to that extended act of literary preservation. The 
letters exist: they were not written on water. And they allow us insight: 
however strange, however sad, however embarrassing. 


Their cumulative effect, I think, is one of nightmare. 

But if they frequently resonate, as they certainly do for me, with 
paranoia and an underlying sense of dark momentum, so then does our 
age. Much of the postmodern esthetic is prefigured in Dick’s best work—in 
his sleepless deconstructions of generic science fiction’s shopworn tropes, in 
his lively sense of pastiche, and in a certain abiding tone of exhaustion in 
the face of a most imperfect present and an ominous onrushing futurity. 

Yet the turbulence that rises beneath the surface of this collection, this 
de facto testament, is also exactly and heartbreakingly personal, the 
product of one single soul’s passage through savagely lonely country, in the 
latter half of our increasingly strange century. 

Illuminating and embarrassing, brilliant and pathetic, the letters of 


Philip K. Dick are the real thing. 


William Gibson 
Vancouver, B.C. 
24 September 1990 
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Editorial Pretace 


Philip K. Dick was 45 years old throughout most of 1974 (until his 
birthday, December 16th). He was living with his fifth wife, Tessa Busby 
Dick, whom he met in 1972 (the year she turned 18) and married in 1973, 
and their son Christopher Kenneth Dick (his third child), born July 25, 
1973. The three of them lived in an apartment in Fullerton, a city in 
Orange County, California, an hour’s drive south of Los Angeles. Most of 
Dick’s life had been spent in northern California, either in Berkeley or in 
Marin County; he had moved to southern California in 1972. 

Dick in 1974 was a science fiction author with a considerable 
international reputation. He made his living exclusively by writing, 
primarily novels; his income came via advances on new books and from 
royalties, domestic and international, on books and stories already 
published. Occasionally auxiliary rights (films, etc.) would also bring in 
some money. He had been a very prolific writer all his life, sometimes 
writing a number of books in one year. In 1974, however, he was coming 
out of the least productive period of his professional life. His newly- 
published novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, had 
been completed in 1970; he’d finished a rough draft of another novel, A 
SCANNER DARKLY, in 1973, but was not to write the final draft until 
1975. His sole literary output in 1974 was a screenplay based on his novel 
UBIK (unfilmed; the screenplay was published in book form in 1985). 

In February and March of 1974 Dick had a series of experiences, in his 
apartment in Fullerton, that he was to examine and reexamine obsessively 
for the remaining eight years of his life. These experiences (Dick 
biographer Lawrence Sutin calls them “a series of visions and auditions”) 


are described fictionally in Dick’s novels VALIS and RADIO FREE 


ALBEMUTH, and are the primary focus of what Dick called his 
“Exegesis,” a set of notes, largely handwritten, speculating on the meaning 
and significance and true nature of the events of “2-3-74,” which Dick 
worked on from mid-1974 until his death in 1982. It is estimated that the 
manuscript of the Exegesis is 8,000 pages long and may contain over two 
million words. 

On March 18th and 20th, 1974, Dick became very frightened by two 
pieces of mail he received, one a registered letter from a reader in Estonia, 
the other a copy of some book reviews (described in the Exegesis as “the 
Xerox missive” and in RADIO FREE ALBEMUTH as “the shoe ad”) sent 
anonymously from New York City. This was the immediate cause of Dick’s 
entering into a bizarre one-sided correspondence with the FBI; he seemed 
to believe he had been “set up” in some way, perhaps by the KGB, perhaps 
by the CIA or the FBI, and that sending these letters on to the FBI was the 
only way he could escape the trap. (Shortly after he started writing to the 
FBI, Dick suffered an episode of extremely high blood pressure, and was 
hospitalized for five days.) 

Dick’s notion that the KGB was out to get him led him to be 
extremely suspicious of anyone associated in his mind with either a 
Communist country or with Marxism in any form. His letters to the FBI 
came to center on Stanislaw Lem, the Polish novelist, who had once 
recommended one of Dick’s books to a Polish publisher and whom Dick 
regarded as personally responsible for his inability to get hard currency 
royalties from that publisher (if you infer that I regard Dick’s position here 
as deluded and irrational, you are correct) ...and on an impending visit by 
a Canadian, Peter Fitting, and several other persons, whom Dick believed 
to be Marxist academics from France. J have removed some of these letters 
from this volume on the grounds that they are either too scurrilous or too 
repetitive to merit inclusion. Other letters have been retained, more than 
enough I think to insure that the darker side of Dick’s personality is not 
hidden from the reader’s eyes. And in order to provide some context, and 
to insure that Dick’s unfounded ravings are not taken as truth by 
incautious readers, Fitting and Lem have both written “statements” that 
are included here after this preface. 

Correspondence is, of course, a private matter. Dick carboned all of his 
correspondence from 1972 on (he seems to have begun doing this in 1964, 
but if so, many of his pre-1972 carbons have been lost, probably when he 
left Marin County in early '72). This, and various comments over the years, 
suggests that he was aware of the possible future interest in his letters, and 


was not unwilling to have them eventually see the light of day. (Indeed, in 
1972 he put together a book, THE DARK-HAIRED GIRL, consisting 
entirely of his personal correspondence, and attempted to find a publisher 
for it.) 

However, the privacy of correspondence involves more than one 
person. [he editors of the present volume have found it advisable, 
sometimes for legal reasons, sometimes for ethical reasons, to eliminate 
from this manuscript letters (or portions of letters) that could possibly 
invade the privacy of or otherwise be injurious to living persons. In general, 
we have not tried to indicate where there have been deletions; on the 
other hand, deletions within individual letters have been kept to a 
minimum. 

The reader is urged to be aware, throughout the reading of this 
volume, that Mr. Dick, like most of us, cannot be relied upon to be 
absolutely truthful when talking about other persons, and certainly is often 
speaking only of his opinions even when he believes he is reporting facts. 
These letters are, as 1 wrote in an introduction to THE DARK-HAIRED 
GIRL, tales told by an unreliable narrator. They are offered to the reader 
for their literary content, their humor, their intelligence, and for any 
insights they may offer about the life and work of Philip K. Dick. They 
cannot be considered a reliable source of information about any other 
persons. 

1974 was a tumultuous year in the life of Philip K. Dick. For a variety 
of reasons having to do with the publishing history of this project, this will 
be the first of the volumes to appear. The result, I think, is that the reader 
is quickly thrown into a storm of events as intense as in any Philip K. Dick 
story or novel. This is not the standard chronological, biographical 
approach to this sort of project. But perhaps it is more true to the real 
nature of PKD’s reality than such an approach could ever be. 


Paul Williams 
Glen Ellen, California 
September 1990 


Statement by Stanislaw Lem 


In principle I am of the opinion that many of Philip K. Dick’s letters should 
not be published at all since they needs must cast a bad light on their writer, an 
author of some talent and substance, and are of only psychological and not 
literary interest. I for one see no necessity to comment upon Dick’s political 
insinuations and denunciations to the police beyond the observation that he had 
a curious way of repaying kindnesses done to him. 

But some of the accusations directed against me strike me as not 
self-evidently of a delusional nature, and they might be taken seriously by 
uninformed persons, namely the allegation that I stole money from him, the 
royalties for the Polish edition of his novel UBIK. 

Out of admiration for that novel in particular | wanted to see it published in 
Poland, and suggested it to my own publisher Wydawnictwo Literackie in Cracow. 
At the time I made recommendations and wrote afterwords for a series of books 
called “Stanislaw Lem Recommends.” This series included works by M. R. James, 
Arkady and Boris Strugatsky, Stefan Grabinski, and Ursula K. Le Guin—and 
Dick’s UBIK. When the publisher subsequently approached Dick’s agent, telling 
him that only royalties in Polish money were available that couldn't be transferred 
out of the country, he was turned down flat. I then wrote to Philip K. Dick 
himself, who had by then already learned of these plans from Bruce Gillespie of SF 
Commentary and others, and explained the situation to him. He readily agreed 
and gave instructions to his agent to make the contract at the terms offered (by 
the publisher, not by me). That, and writing an afterword to UBIK (that was later 
also translated for the Philip K. Dick issue of Science Fiction Studies) was my sole 
role in this matter. I am a self-employed writer and was at no time an employee or 
executive of the (state-owned) publishing house Wydawnictwo Literackie, and 
thus never was party to the agreement for UBIK, which was solely between 
Wydawnictwo Literackie and Philip K. Dick and his agents. 

I should like to add here that there was no way that I or another Polish 
individual could have gotten hold of Dick’s royalties, which would have been 
available only to the author himself or another foreign individual duly authorized 
by a public attorney as Dick’s representative. 

When Dick began pestering me, I stopped answering his letters because | saw 
no sense in continuing a correspondence with somebody who wrote to me in such 
an insulting way. 


—Stranislaw Lem 


Statement by Peter Fitting 


It was quite a shock to receive your packet in the mail. I knew nothing about 
all this. In any case, you can of course keep my name in, but there should be some 
clarifications. 

In the first place, you should mention that there are a number of letters from 
Dick to me during the period 1969-1970. I had arranged to meet him in 1969 
when I was in California, but he was hospitalized the day before our meeting. | 
finally visited him in 1971, just after the burglary. ] drove out to San Rafael and 
we spent the day talking about the burglary, drugs and life. I also translated for 
him the various prefaces to the Opta edition of four of his novels which he had 
received some time before. We walked over to the San Rafael Courthouse where a 
break-out involving Angela Davis had just taken place. His thoughts turned to 
speculation about the burglary, and why his filing cabinet had been broken into. 
He was convinced that there was some government or FBI involvement and that 
the local police were covering up. I mention all this for two reasons. First of all, in 
the 1974 letters Dick says that he does not know who | am. He may have 
forgotten me, since he left California for Vancouver soon after and | lost contact 
with him for several years. But | mention this principally for the FBI reference and 
his fears that the government was somehow interested in him. 

In 1973-74, i came to San Francisco on my Sabbatical. My interest in 
SF—even though I] had been teaching a course in SF at the University of Toronto 
for several years—was at a bit of a low ebb. I was and am a French professor, but ] 
had not integrated very well my interest in SF with teaching French literature. 
Then through a friend, | was invited to the First French SF Convention in 
Clermont Ferrand. In France, | discovered that the French shared many of my 
own interests and approach to SF, and most especially, that most of them were 
Dick fans! Until then I knew very few SF fans or readers who shared that 
particular passion, but the French were wild about Dick. Among with writers, 
critics, translators and fans, | met a young French academic, Boris Eizykman, 
whose thesis had just been published, SCIENCE FICTION ET CAPITALISME. 
(He is now an art history professor with a strong interest in comics; he has written 
several articles published in Science Fiction Studies.) In turn he introduced me to 
his friend Richard Pinhas, who was then producing and recording his own dense 
guitar/synthesizer music with a band named after the band in Spinrad’s THE 
IRON DREAM, “Heldon.” He had also written a thesis on the work of Dick, and 
many of the pieces in his albums were identified by reference to Dick’s work. 

A short time later Richard and his Swedish wife Agneta came to San 
Francisco and we went down to Los Angeles to see Spinrad and Dick. My friend 
Fredric Jameson was teaching at the time at the University of California at San 


Diego and was also an enthusiastic reader of Dick’s work. | mentioned that we 
were going to see Dick and invited him along. When I spoke to Dick on the 
phone he sounded enthusiastic and wanted details about the three people coming 
with me (Richard, Agneta, and Jameson). We went first to Spinrad’s (in Los 
Angeles), and then drove down to Fullerton. Spinrad and Jameson were to meet 
us there, and they did. 

It was a very pleasant day. Certainly, there was discussion and even 
disagreement about the “meaning” of his work, but I think it fair to say that none 
of us were concerned about receiving his imprimatur on our readings, or worried 
that our various interpretations did not agree with the author’s conscious 
intentions. We ate and drank a fair amount; Dick flirted quite a bit with Agneta 
in a kind of pidgin German. He was convinced that she was German rather than 
Swedish. He had also just discovered Linda Ronstadt and insisted on having us 
listen to her records. All in all, a wonderful and amusing day. After Spinrad 
arrived the conversation shifted to SF and publishing, and to a discussion of how 
Dick was being robbed of the royalties from the European sale of his books. 

Turning to some of the references in the letters, Richard was and is very 
interested in Greek philosophy, particularly Heraclitus; and his wife Agneta was a 
model and has red hair. 

The three Marxist theses were: Boris Eizykman’s book SCIENCE FICTION 
ET CAPITALISME, Richard's thesis (although neither Boris nor Richard would 
agree that their analyses were Marxist; Boris’s book has a preface by Jean-Francois 
Lyotard and Richard has been close to the work of Gilles Deleuze); and my own 
article on UBIK, about which Dick said in 1976 in an interview in Science Fiction 
Review: 

I’ve read a lot of ... criticism of my writing in which they see a 
lot of ...ideas which aren’t there at all. ‘The Decomposition of the 
Bourgeois Structure of Society’ | think was the name of one article 
about my writing, and how I| had subverted the bourgeois society by 
destroying its fundamental concepts in a most subversive way. A 
way so deviously clever that I never mention politics. And this was 
so fundamental that the whole thing would collapse—the bourgeois 
society would collapse like a house of cards if I would just write two 


more books like UBIK ... 


My article was actually entitled, “UBIK and the Deconstruction of Bourgeois 
SF,” Science Fiction Studies 5 (1975), 47-54. It was a reworking of a paper | gave 
originally at the SFRA in 1972. 

Richard and Agneta have remained close friends of Norman Spinrad. He has 
appeared on at least one of Richard’s albums, and is a frequent visitor at their 
Paris apartment. Dick listened to and said he liked Richard’s music. He wrote 
them on several occasions thanking them for copies of albums. 

I have talked to Richard and Agneta, and to Jameson, about that day and the 
letters, and all of us agree that the letters are a fascinating rewriting of the actual 


events. As to the reasons, we can only speculate. As I mentioned above—apart 
from facile statements about Dick’s sanity or whatever—there is the connection 
between his earlier paranoia about the break-in and a possible government 
involvement and the perhaps alarming discovery that his work was known and 
admired by “leftists” of various stripes and nationalities. Could it be that a few 
years later when he returned to the United States to “start over,” he was alarmed 
that Marxists were showing an interest in his work? 


—Peter Fitting 


-} 


CHRONOLOGY OF PHILIP K. DICK’S LIFE 


1928 


1929 
1929 
1933 
1935 
1938 
1941 
1942 


1944 


1946-47 


1947 
1947 
1948 


Dec. 16th. Philip K. Dick and Jane C. Dick born at home, 
Chicago, Illinois. 

Jan. 26th. Jane Dick dies of malnutrition. 

Dick family to Colorado, then northern California. 

Parents divorced. Phil stays with mother. 

January. Phil and Dorothy (mother) to Washington, D.C. 

June. Phil and Dorothy return to California, settle in Berkeley. 

Starts reading science fiction. 

First short story published, in Berkeley Daily Gazette. Writes first 
novel. 

Summer. Starts working for Herb Hollis at University Radio. 
Phil’s last year at Berkeley High School. Claustrophobia/ 
agoraphobia. Weekly psychotherapy. Studies at home, with 

tutor. 
Autumn. Enters, drops out of University of California, Berkeley. 
December. Moves out of mother’s house. 
Marries Jeanette Marlin. Divorced after six months. 


1949 (approx) Called for the draft; rejected because of high blood 


1949 
1950 
1951 
1952 


1952 


pressure. 

Working at Art Music, Berkeley. 

June 14th. Marries Kleo Apostolides. 

November. Sells first short story, “Roog,” to Anthony Boucher at 
The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction. 

May. Becomes client of the Scott Meredith Literary Agency. First 
Story appeals in print. 

Quits or is fired from Art Music. 


Early 1950s Phil and Kleo approached by FBI to attend Univ. of 


Mexico and collect information on student activities; they 


decline. Phil forms friendship with one FBI agent, George 
Scruggs. 

Early 1950s _ Phil taking Serpasil for tachycardia, Semoxydrine (an 
amphetamine) for agoraphobia. 

1953 Phil's mother remarries. 

1953 Thirty short stories published, including seven in one month. 

1954 = Sells first novel, Solar Lottery. 

1955 First novel published, by Ace Books; sells two more, also to Ace. 

1956-57 Writing mainstream only—no science fiction. 

1958 Autumn. Phil & Kleo buy house in Point Reyes Station, Marin 
County; leave Berkeley. Phil meets Anne Rubenstein. Phil asks 
Kleo for divorce. 

1959 April 1. Marries Anne Williams Rubenstein, in Mexico. 

1960 ‘February 25. Laura Archer Dick born. Phil’s first child, Anne’s 
fourth. 

1963 —_ July. Scott Meredith Agency returns Phil’s mainstream novels 
(ten or more) as unsaleable. 

1963 September. Phil wins Hugo Award for Best Science Fiction Novel 
of the Year (The Man in the High Castle). 

1963-64 Writes ten science fiction novels in less than two years. 

1963 Phil and Anne start attending Episcopal Church. Phil baptized. 

1964 = March. Phil files for divorce, moves to Berkeley/Oakland. 

1964 June. Dislocates shoulder and totals his VW in auto accident. 

1966 July 6. Marries Nancy Hackett; moves to San Rafael. 

1966 or early ’67 ‘Visits Bishop James Pike in Santa Barbara, 
participates in seance to contact Pike’s dead son. 

1967 = March 15. Isolde Freya Dick born. 

1968 = Sells option on film rights to Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? 

1969 August. Hospitalized for pancreatitis. 

1970 August. Nancy leaves Phil, takes Isa. 

1971 November 17. Break-in and burglary at Phil’s house. 

1972 February. Leaves San Rafael, flies to Vancouver, B.C., to be guest 
of honor at sf convention; decides to stay in Canada. 

1972 March. Suicide attempt; enters X-Kalay, heroin rehabilitation 
center, Vancouver. 

1972 April. Leaves Canada, flies to Fullerton, southern California. 

1972 — July. Meets Leslie Busby (Tessa). 

1973 January. Starts writing fiction again, after two-and-a half-year 
hiatus. 

1973 April. Marries Tessa. 

1973 July 25. Christopher Kenneth Dick born. 

1974 — February/March. Series of mystical experiences, as described in 
VALIS, Radio Free Albemuth, the Exegesis, etc. Begins writing 


the Exegesis. 


1974 
1975 


1975 
1975 
1976 
1976 
1977 
1947 


1978 
1981 


1981 


1982 
1982 


April. Hospitalized for extremely high blood pressure. 

May. Phil’s first non-SF novel is published, Confessions of a Crap 
Artist. 

Flow My Tears, The Policeman Said wins the John W. Campbell Jr. 
Award for Best SF Novel of 1974. 

October. Rolling Stone profile of PKD appears. 

February. Tessa leaves with Christopher; Phil attempts suicide. 

Moves to Santa Ana. 

July. Sells option on film rights to short story “We Can Remember 
It for You Wholesale,” later (1990) filmed as Total Recall. 

September. Flies to France to be Guest of Honor at the Second 
International Festival of Science Fiction at Metz. 

August. Dorothy Hudner (Phil’s mother) dies. 

May. Completes The Transmigration of Timothy Archer, his last 
novel. 

June 29. Sees first clip from Blade Runner, movie based on Do 
Androids Dream of Electric Sheep?, on television. (Movie is 
released in May 1982.) 

February 18. Suffers a paralyzing stroke and is hospitalized. 

March 2. Dies in Santa Ana. 


The Selected Letter 


[TO ASYLUM RECORDS] January 1, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


This letter is to express my delight over Linda Ronstadt’s new album, Don't 
Cry Now. Perhaps if she is under contract to you now rather than to Capitol 
Records she will be making more records. So many people I’ve talked to express 
the same delight and devotion about her that I feel when playing one of her 
albums, or, like last night, seeing her briefly on TV. I think she is a unique and 
wonderful singer; each record of hers is a treasure, especially the new one. Off- 
hand | can’t think of any singer that excites such loyalty and enthusiasm as she 
does when her name is mentioned, say at a party. We really wait, consciously, for 
new releases by her. Goad her into recording more. I have the feeling—and people 
I’ve met who say they know her, tell me—she does a lot of club dates and college 
appearances, but there is no substitute for a record album, because that we can 
keep and play over and over again. Her first album got me through some pretty 
rough times in my life ... words really fail me when | try to describe my admiration 
for her. All I can say is thanks for the release of Don’t Cry Now, and express my 
yearning for more albums by her in the not too distant future. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO HIS LANDLORDS] January 8, 1974 
Dear Mr. and Mrs. 


For well over a month we have been informing you that virtually all the exte- 
tior lights at the apartment complex 1405 Cameo Lane, which you own, have 
gone out one by one, constituting a menace to the tenants due to the lack of 
light. Since, when I phoned you last night to tell you that now all the exterior 
lights are out, and that we as upstairs tenants are unable to enter or leave our 
apartment without extreme hazard to ourselves—since you merely walked away 
from the phone and refused either to discuss the matter and were heard by both 


I 
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myself and my wife to state that you do not intend to restore the lighting, then 
this letter is to inform you that as of this date, in discussion and with the approval 
of other tenants in this building, we are now seeking legal action against you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SHERRY GOTTLIEB, proprietor of A Change of January 28, 1974 
Hobbit, a Los Angeles bookstore specializing in s-f] 


Dear Sherry, 


] recieved[sic] a nice letter from David Wolff, and responded to it by return 
mail. I’m waiting to hear from him again ...in the meantime, here is my check for 
$7.50, to you: please use this check to cover purchase of a copy of FLOW MY 
TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID to be mailed to hin—he mentions that he has 
been waiting for one, and you are holding one for him. The least I can do right 
now is pay for his published copy of the book. 

Let me know, if you yourself read the book, what you think of it; I] value your 
opinion a lot. 

Love, 
Phil 


(TO PHILIP PURSER, a journalist who interviewed Dick for | January 29, 1974 
the London Sunday Telegraph] 


Dear Mr. Purser: 


Thank you so much for writing us about the interview. We’d been wondering. 
I’m delighted that they finally decided to go ahead with it, and having been in this 
business so many years I must admit that the delay doesn’t surprise me. What is 
important is the final outcome. 

By the way—Brian Aldiss has at last been able to get an early book of mine 
into print in the U.K., one which we both think a lot of: MARTIAN TIME-SLIP 
The advance is the largest I’ve ever received from your country; an excellent sale 
indeed! So perhaps the date of publication of the interview will fit in with the 
appearance of this novel. 

Spring is on the way, and this dismal area is becoming bright. Brian was here 
once, he reminds me in a recent letter; he even had a drink at one of the local 
bars I’ve been to...a rather tough bar which I’m afraid to go to any more. Don’t 
tell Brian, but the Chicanos in that bar often beat up on us. The idea of such a 
wonderfully lofty and literate man as Brian at the 301 Club in Placentia, Califor- 
nia—the mind boggles. Tell him that the last time I was there they shut off the 
jukebox whenever | put money into it. “We don’t like your choices in music,” one 
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huge Chicano man said to me, as he seated himself in our booth facing us. He 
must have weighed 300 pounds; he told us he had just gotten out of jail and was 
looking for trouble. I shall not give him Brian’s address. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO EDGAR & GERTRUDE DICK, Dick’s father and January 30, 1974 
stepmother] 


Dear Dad and Gertrude, 


] just received copies of my new novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICE- 
MAN SAID, and under separate cover I am sending you one. Its release date, 
officially, is next month. This is my major new work, which I’ve been completing 
since 1969. I hope you enjoy it. 

Everything is fine with us, especially the baby, who weighs over 18 pounds 
and drinks regular milk now, plus vegetables and pudding and meat. He and our 
cat are at last reconciled. The cat guards him in noble fashion, looking like some- 
thing you’d find in front of a library. With the gasoline shortage down here we’ve 
virtually stopped driving. Even our freeways are darn near empty; it’s like driving 
through ghost towns. And everyone goes so slowly ... 

It’s a good thing we didn’t try to move up to Oregon as we had wanted to; it’s 
flooded, as I’m sure you know. Also, I had suggested to Tessa that if she wanted to 
stay in California the town of Dunsmuir would be a good place for us to settle. 
Dunsmuir does not now exist. 

Let us know how you are. 

Love, 

Phil 
PS. It'll take a few days more for the book to arrive. Also, by the way, four or five 
of my previous novels will be put back in print soon, starting with MAN IN THE 
HIGH CASTLE, which won the Hugo Award for Best Science Fiction Novel of 
the Year, and made my reputation in my field. It’s used a lot in school classes now, 
I understand. 


[TO JAMIS , a woman Dick met in Canada in February 1, 1974 
1972] 


Dear Jamis, 
Accept, please, my apologies for not writing since you phoned me Christmas 


Eve. I guess my time-sense is defective; it honestly seems like only a few days ago 
that we were talking. All I can recall about the entire month of January is that | 
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had two molars and a wisdom tooth which had grown down and become 
imbedded in my jawbone removed, all at one time; for almost two weeks I thought 
it was the same day every day. I was truly out of it. We didn’t drive the car for 24 
days, as I compute it; we just sat around doing nothing but changing and feeding 
the baby, here in the apartment. | think that stuff the oral surgeon puts you out 
with screws up your head; anyhow mine. 

My whole idea, see, was to have this oral surgery done before going to Can- 
ada to the Convention. | didn't realize how long it takes to mend after something 
like that. 

God, what ‘you are doing sounds so exciting! Oh yes, another thing that 
screwed up January for me: my new Doubleday novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID, came out today officially, and during January they sent me 
advance copies. I’ve been studying the printed book and comparing it to my manu- 
script to see if anything went wrong. As near as I can tell it’s super good (some of 
the work was done for me by the Doubleday editors, and I didn’t see it until the 
finished book arrived). 

The editor of Vertex promised to send me ten copies of the December issue 
with my interview and the pictures of me...I’m still waiting, though. I phoned 
him and he told me that reaction to the interview had been excellent; for exam- 
ple, he said, “Bob Heinlein phoned me to say how much he liked it. I wouldn't 
have thought Heinlein would like either you, Phil, or your writing, but Bob said he 
thought it was our best interview so far and suggests we print more like it. Contro- 
versial ones.” I was dumbfounded, to say the least; this is the first time Heinlein 
has ever noticed my existence. The interviewer wrote me, too, expressing amaze- 
ment that Heinlein liked the interview; evidently everybody in the field is buzzing 
about it. 

That's about all the news. Voice, a weekly magazine used in the U.S. schools, 
with a readership of almost a million, did interviews with (are you ready?) Michael 
Crichton, Kurt Vonnegut and me. It’s for ninth and tenth graders, and they 
printed pictures of us. As regards the Con, we still can’t find anyone who we can 
leave Christopher with. He’s a big baby now, eats regular milk and vegetables and 
meat and pudding. Tomorrow we’re buying him jeans and a t-shirt. 

Our old tomcat Pinky who ran away five months ago came back to us the 
day before I went in for oral surgery; he was thin, wild, dirty and freaked—we 
hardly recognized him. Tessa took him to the vet’s and now he’s relaxed and 
healthy and almost his old self again. I’ve never had a cat come back again. It’s a 
miracle. I think he left out of jealousy of the baby. 

Also, a number of my earlier books are going to be reissued: MAN IN THE 
HIGH CASTLE... COUNTER-CLOCK WORLD ...GALACTIC POT- 
HEALER...NOW WAIT FOR LAST YEAR. So I may have five books out this 
year: four reissues plus the new Doubleday one. 

Jamis, I hardly know what to tell you, what to talk about. It put my head 
together when you phoned. | was so depressed. 

I’m enclosing the jacket of the Doubleday novel; | can’t be sure I already sent 


THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 5 


you one or not, and | wanted you to see the neat picture of me on the back. So if | 
already sent you one, well, now you have two. 

Oh yes—Metromedia TV bought outright a story of mine, a horror fantasy; 
they didn’t just buy rights, they purchased it and will make a film of it for sure. 
We've made a lot of sales recently. Including a terrific one in England. Brian 
Aldiss, the English s-f writer, arranged the sale; it's MARTIAN TIME-SLIP a 
novel about an autistic child. The best foreign sale I’ve ever made in my entire 
life. It took him months to get it through. 

For Christmas Tessa and I bought as a mutual present for each other the 
Zero-One-Hundred Garrard no tracking error changer, the best turntable, I think, 
made in the world today. With it there is no distortion and no record wear. It’s 
incredible. I’ve wanted one ever since they invented it. 

In August Norman Spinrad’s collection, MODERN SCIENCE FICTION, 
will be published; it includes my story, “Faith of Our Fathers,” and he wrote a 
12,000 word text to go with the various stories. The other day he and his chick 
were down here and he told me, in casual conversation, that the book will be dedi- 
cated to me. I was overcome and could not talk. It is too much, too much. I am so 
touched and pleased. 

Jamis, when you go to the Con, be sure to say hello to Frank Herbert for me, 
since we are long-time friends. I wrote the blurb about him for the Convention 
program, which you'll get. 

We'll try to make it. Tessa is dying to go there, to Canada, after what I’ve told 
her about it. And I want to go back, too. 

Take care, and all the love in the world to you. 


[TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] February 2, 1974 


Dear Ursula, 

Thank you for asking if we are okay. We are. All those dreadful things that 
you read about happening to me happened back in 1971 and ’72. Now we sit 
around our Home Entertainment Center: the baby. He weighs over 18 pounds 
and eats regular food. 

I guess this is what Carol Carr used to call a non-letter. Its purpose is to reas- 
sure you that we are doing fine (see paragraph one). My new Doubleday novel, 
FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, came out yesterday, my first new 
novel since MAZE OF DEATH which was published in 1969 [actually published in 
1970}. 1 feel like a real author once more. 

How are you? I’ve been doing a lot of interview stuff and I’m tired of hearing 
myself talk. 

Everyone is talking about your Martian teaching machine story. | hope it gets 
all the awards there are. 
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Did you see the interview with me in the December Vertex? If not, when they 
send me my copies | will send you one. | mentioned you in it. New writers who are 
really good. You, Sladek, Disch, Chip [Delany]. It’s a good interview. 

It is now early in the morning and most of my brain is still in its sleep cycle. 
But I wanted to write to reassure you. 

Norman Spinrad was by and told me that we all are as famous as rock stars, 
such as Mama Cass. | can’t handle that realization. 

Also, I was interviewed by Voice, a magazine they use in the schools. Its print 
run is almost a million. Me, Crichton and Kurt Vonnegut. They even printed my 
picture. The whole issue was about s-f and one of the best studies of it I’ve ever 
seen. They quoted me at length...see, there | go, talking a lot. | better sign off. 

Ursula, I have a gosh wow idea. Why don’t you move to Fullerton? Please 
reply. 

Love, 
Phil 
PS. Also I was interviewed by the London Daily Telegraph and by Paris TV. 


[TO GUSTAV HASFORD] February 2, 1974 
Dear Gus, 


How great to hear from you. I hate people who don’t write, as witness how 
long it’s taken me to reply. I'd been asking everyone if you were still with us. You 
are, aren't you? Guess so. 

Gus, you fucking well better come down and visit us, you no-good such-and- 
such. Wait until you see the baby; he’s getting ready for college, and he’s larger 
than Tessa. (I lie.) For Christmas we bought ourselves a Garrard Zero-One-Hun- 
dred no tracking error changer and new cartridge. It’s gosh wow. Also, I got 
Tessa’s car all fixed up, except now oil is leaking from the engine. Does that mean 
anything? I would think not, but if 1 am wrong please advise. 

Anyhow who can drive with gas costing like it does? I expect them to use gas 
as the coin of the realm...like, Scott Meredith will write to say, “I sold your story 
for twenty gallons of gas.” Right? 

Our old tomcat Pinky ran away for five months and has come back, tired, 
sick, wild and freaked. We took him to the vet’s and now he is healthy and fat 
again and calm. God knows what he’s done and seen; | have the feeling it’s more 
than I have. He just sits and keeps looking at us, saying nothing; but you can read 
much of it in his eyes ...dim and half-closed and yet bright. 

Please come and visit us. We miss you. 

Well, as an old girlfriend of mine used to say in signing off, I gotta go now 
because my pencile (her spelling) is getting dull. Luv’ya. (As she used to put it.) 


Love, 
Phil 
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PS. Here is my mystery magic saying for today: “God is doing a card trick for 
someone and we're it. Let’s hope He gets it right.” (Oh yes, my new Doubleday 
novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, is out. I read it and it’s 
great. And | should know.) 


[TO JOHN BRUNNER] February 2, 1974 
Dear John, 


How delightful to hear from you! I’ve been trying to find your address for two 
years. 

What's doing with you? I’m remarried, with a little baby boy now, as well, 
named Christopher. We're living in a plastic modern apartment, Tessa and baby 
and I and our cat Pinky; I have become terribly straight and responsible. We have 
a color TV set, even. But underneath we long to move to the country and get 
land for old animals to graze, animals which otherwise would die. 

At last I’ve brought out a new novel: the first since MAZE OF DEATH was 
published in 1969 [1970]. It’s called FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN 
SAID, from Doubleday. 

God, John, the things I’ve done and the things done to me since I saw you 
last. I flew to Canada, as you may know, to be Guest of Honor at the 1972 Vancou- 
ver S-F Con, stayed there for two months, then got homesick and came down 
here to Fullerton. Brian Aldiss has been here; if you see him ask him to describe 
this area. It’s close to Disneyland. 

I’m very happy and out of the bad scene I used to be in. At long last. Thanks 
to my lovely new wife Tessa and my little boy. 

I’ve also written an anti-dope novel for Doubleday which they will bring out 
next year. A SCANNER DARKLY, it’s called. 

Brian has arranged for my earlier novel, MARTIAN TIME-SLIP to be 
printed in England. I am so grateful for him for that. 

I do a lot of interviews now, and lecturing and on the radio. How are you and 
what's up and so forth? We hope to move to Vancouver one day ...I loved it up there, 
but I missed my friends here. Then I came back and was still without them, since I’m 
600 miles to the south of the Bay Area. So I might as well go back to Canada. 

Will you be coming to the States one day again? I hope so—I miss you, John 
Brunner, my dear dear friend. 


With warm wishes, 


Phil 
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[TO NANCY NEIMAN, editor, Weidenfeld & Nicholson, February 6, 1974 
London] 


Dear Nancy Neiman, 


Thank you for writing me again; I had assumed that Scott Meredith [Dick’s 
literary agent] got in touch with you, and I am forwarding your January 31st letter 
on to him with the recommendation that he offer you my new Doubleday novel, 
FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID. I consider this to be my best 
novel, if an author can be permitted to utter such self-serving remarks. In any case 
from what Brian Aldiss has told me about you I have developed a high regard for 
you and would be keenly disappointed if we could not get together on the publica- 
tion of one of my better novels (I’ve got some lesser ones, too, which we will skip 
over). MARTIAN TIME-SLIP has been purchased in the U.K. elsewhere, I have 
just now learned. I do think, though, that FLOW MY TEARS ranks as either my 
best or my second best, with MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, which won the 
Hugo, as the best. 

You know, the author is the last to know what is going on. I remember years 
ago going to the local grocery store and picking up a science fiction magazine and 
finding in it a long story of my own that I had not even been told had been sold 
yet. In other words it got into print, got two illustrations drawn, got distributed, 
before my agent notified me of the sale. Someday | expect to find in the stalls a 
novel of mine that | have not yet even written, but which I planned to write in 
the vague future. 

Again thank you for your interest in my work, and I am sure your book list of 
science fiction is in the process of becoming an excellent one, especially with 
Brian to advise you. 


With warm regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO SHERRY GOTTLIEB] February 7, 1974 
Dear Sherry, 


I wonder if you realize that you have (or did have until you perhaps put it 
through the shredder) a document of priceless historic and literary value: a letter 
from one of the giants of science fiction—-namely me—in which the word 
“received” is spelled “recieved.” I refer to my letter to you of January 28. Several 
courses are open to me. (one) | could offer to pay you a fortune to buy back this 
letter so that the world will never know that one of the giants of science fiction 
can't spell worth shit. Or (two) ] could claim that the letter was forged, possibly by 
some of Nixon’s agents, in order to discredit me and my work. Or (three) I could 
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hope that you yourself are also a poor speller and failed to notice this incredible 
lapse into barbarism. What we have here, Sherry, is the decline of Culture, such as 
hit Rome when the Huns sacked it. I am the vanguard of the eclipse of knowl- 
edge, civility and good taste in general. 

I leave it to you to decide what to do with the above mentioned letter. And 
on top of it all my typewriter ribbon is once more beginning to fail to ink properly, 
so I will give up and go to bed. 

The life of the writer is a hard one indeed. I hope that you are well and will 
do the Right Thing. Have pity. 


Love, and a lot of sexy 
hugs and kisses, 


Phil Dick 
PS. If you show either of these letters to anyone, | WILL GET YOU. 


(TO DIANE CLEAVER, editor, Doubleday & Company} February 8, 1974 


Dear Diane, 


I have your letter of February 5 in which you ask for the completed ms of A 
SCANNER DARKLY no later than February 18. Yes, unfortunately, there is a 
problem, and a rather striking one. As you may recall, the novel deals with an indi- 
vidual who undergoes a bizarre brain-deterioration; this is the essential theme of 
the novel. When I began writing it I did not know that the specific type of deterio- 
ration, and the symptoms thereof, have been the topic of actual scientific study by 
a number of neurologists in several parts of the country. Recently their findings 
have begun to hit such widely-read publications as Psychology Today, as well as the 
more technical scientific journals. Their term for this, evidently recently coined, is 
“split brain phenomena,” and these researchers have described the effects in 
detail. Because of this I am in the position of having to review and rewrite some 
major sections of the novel. Frankly, I imagined that I had on my own discovered 
and observed this syndrome; hence | made it the topic of the novel. I am wrong. 
Certainly within the next year much more will be published about this syndrome, 
and certainly with such mass-media magazines as Psychology Today calling it to the 
attention of their readers |] can’t afford to shall we say fake it in regard to the scien- 
tific, empirical basis on which the decay of the novel’s main character is put forth 
dramatically. 

Right now I’m attempting to gather sufficient source material to reconstruct 
the novel so that it will pass muster when examined from an informed, critical sci- 
entific standpoint. Fortunately for me (for all of us concerned, in fact) what | 
describe in the novel does in the main correspond with what the researchers are 
reporting. So in view of this I request that we hold up publication of SCANNER 
until perhaps early next year, by which time these necessary corrections and revi- 
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sions have been incorporated. | see no alternative, Diane. Actually, the novel will 
greatly benefit by the fact that such split brain phenomena have been documented 
...the novel will be even more topical than ] had anticipated. I’m sure you can 
imagine my surprise when, upon mentioning the theme of the novel to a scientifi- 
cally inclined friend, he remarked casually, “Oh yes, I was reading about that just 
the other day; I’ll bring over the article.” What we must do here is turn a near-lia- 
bility into an asset. Frankly, I’m lucky the novel did not come out as is—and then 
we discover the new material on split brain activity with all its bizarre details. Let 
us say I guessed close, but not quite close enough. However, as I say, this can be 
corrected. I’ve got my wife, who is good at that sort of thing, chasing down cita- 
tions in recent publications. But it would appear that we just about have enough 
already. The main material is already in. 

By the way—you will I’m sure be pleased to hear that Ursula Le Guin has 
written to tell me that she has nominated FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICE- 
MAN SAID for a Nebula. As a matter of fact I am enclosing her card to me, 
which just came today. She is a lovely lady, and the card is a gem. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO DENNIS ETCHISON & C.C. POLASK]] February 11, 1974 
Dear Dennis and C.C., 


] want to thank you both for your combined letter, and | am delighted that 
C.C. was so pleased, which is what I had hoped you would be, C.C. The book is 
out and I was going to send you a copy but a succession of weird looking people 
trooped by and ripped me off of just about all the copies Doubleday sent me. ] 
think, though, you deserve a copy in view of the fact that C.C. contributed the 
excellent picture on the cover, so | am sending you a check (my check, in fact) for 
$7.50 which you can get a copy from ol’ Sherry Gottlieb for, including mailing 
costs. That’s the least I can do. I would send the check to her, but maybe you 
already bought a copy in which case you would then have two copies, and you’d 
have to go sell one and that’s a hassle and so here’s the check and if you did 
already lay out your own bread for one then this will reimburse you and isn’t this a 
long sentence and are you still there? Hello? 

Another reason why I feel I’ve got to lay at least this little gift on you is that 
the more | look at the picture, C.C., the better a picture | think it is, out of all 
that have ever been done of me. You caught something no one else ever caught. 
And here is a piece of news that I think will delight you as it did me: Scholastic 
Magazines, which does mags for the kids in our nation’s school systems, did a 
recent issue of Voice devoted entirely to science fiction, and in it is an interview 
with Crichton, Vonnegut and me. A pic of each of us is included, and (are you 
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ready?) they used the picture you took, C.C., from the Doubleday book, to go 
with my interview, much to my surprise. Their circulation is 900,000, so now over 
900,000 reproductions of your original picture have been run off if you add 
together what Doubleday has printed and what Voice has printed. I wish | had a 
copy of Voice to give you, but look: why don’t you both come down here for an 
afternoon/evening and at least (I hope this doesn’t sound patronizing; it isn’t 
meant to be) I can show you the damn thing. I’m sorry to say that the bastards did 
not give you credit for the picture, C.C., but rather they gave credit to Doubleday, 
since that’s where they got it. | guess that it’s passed out of your hands and my 
hands and now belongs to Doubleday. This is legally a murky area. But anyhow it’s 
your picture to me, and always will be, and you do have credit on the Doubleday 
edition ...so anyhow tall readers rather than squirts will know who took it. So 
please phone us and we'll set a time for getting together. Because of our baby we’re 
really stuck here, so if you could come here it would be better. What say? I guess 
I’m holding the copy of Voice as hostage to get you down here. The world seems to 
be full of people like me. It’s a trend. 


Love to you both, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ROBERT HEINLEIN] February 11, 1974 


Dear Robert Heinlein: 

[ am trembling as I write this, to address a letter to you, and | see that my 
typewriter itself is laboring under the weight of what I want to say but probably 
will not be able to. When you entered the science fiction field it was an infantile 
field, written so and appealing so. Those days are gone forever and because of you. 
You made our field worthy of adult readers and adult writers. I have long wanted 
to tell you that I know this, but I’ve been blocked in saying so; I don’t know why. 
Perhaps there are some persons that one admires so much that one cannot even 
manage to express admiration—at least aloud. But my admiration for you and my 
enjoyment of your work has been in my heart for many years, unsaid. ] want to say 
it now. 

My intense feelings for you and your fine writing have even unhinged my 
grammar. Pardon me for that. 

Really, I think, there would be no genuine field now, had it not been for you. 
We would have gone the way of nurse romances: into the ashcan of history. 

Why I waited so long to tell you how deeply | treasure and respect your work 
I can’t explain, even to myself. ] hope I haven't waited too long. I hope this gets to 
you. I hope you can sense under my clumsy prose here my terribly intense love of 
Robert Heinlein and all he has done, is doing, continues to do. Yesterday my wife 
brought home TIME ENOUGH FOR LOVE and we are fighting over it, but with 


love, to see who gets to read it first. 
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God bless you and thank you and forgive me for being so inarticulate. But 
you've done so much. As I say, I tremble. 


With deep affection, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. You and I share one specific love, among the elements that may have set us 
apart: our love of cats. DOORWAY TO SUMMER [THE DOOR INTO SUM- 


MER] will delight everyone as long as books are read and creatures loved. 


[TO PHILIP JOSE FARMER] February 15, 1974 
Dear Phil, 


My agent sent me the enclosed fan letter (he sent it to me airmail, so I 
thought it was a check and I went out and spent the fan letter for a Steinway 
piano, a Jaguar 3.4 and a new ribbon for my typewriter). However upon reading 
the letter I deduce that it was meant for you, rather than for me. Hence | am send- 
ing it on. But not airmail. Orherwise you, too, might think it was a check and go 
out and spend it before reading it. 

I read the damn thing and it strikes me as a sort of crummy fan letter any- 
how, so I’m just as glad it’s for you (sour grapes). I hope you give up writing novels 
and stories entirely and spend all your time corresponding with this individual, as 
he requests. And while you're at it you might send him all your royalty checks as 
well. 

Note that I’ve had to put the old ribbon back in. And right now as | sit here 
they are repossessing the Steinway. Later on they'll drive the Jag off, but there’s no 
gasoline in Fullerton anyhow so what the hell (I kid you not; there is NO GAS 
HERE AT ALL). 

While I’m writing to you | will ask how are you and your lovely wife and 
how’s the writing coming? (Sometimes people ask me, with all the good intentions 
in the world, “Are you still writing?” which makes me madder even than the ques- 
tion they used to ask: “But are you writing anything serious?”) 

My new Doubleday novel FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID 
just came out, and Ursula Le Guin has already nominated it for a Nebula Award. 
Also Tessa and I have a six month old baby named Christopher. I am enclosing a 
recent photo of him. 

By the way, did you see the interview with me in the December (fuck this rib- 
bon) of Vertex, with all the macho pictures of me? 

I sold a couple screen rights and a TV thing and so on and so on, but I figure 
any writer who can't get his ribbon to ink right is out of it anyhow, so the hell with 
this flak talk and ] probably spelled that wrong. Anyhow, I love you guys and 
please write and have fun with the crummy fan letter enclosed, and I sure hope 
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it’s for you, not for me. As LB] said about Jerry Ford, “He’s been playing too many 
games without his helmet,” meaning in this case the fan. 


Love, 
Phil 


Enc: Crummy fan letter / photo of my son 


[TO ART SPIEGELMAN & MICHELE GROSS] February 19, 1974 
Dear Art & Michele, 


Just got your lovely letter re FLOW MY TEARS—thank you both (I’ve got 
the flu again, so am writing this via crayon via my left hand—sorry). 

Art—you could pull down a living as a top drawer book reviewer. Jesus H. 
Nixon! 

Michele—you have incredible legs—like Dietrich used to in The Blue Angel. 
Am phoning TWA for one way flight to your pad: plane (a 747) will land on your 
roof, & I will descend via chimney with Merry Xmas gifts such as candy & booze, 
plus $2.50 for Art to go to the movies for awhile on. 

I jest, of course, in part—i.e. beginning with: “am phoning—” etc. 

Re Tessa’s note—my agent had written me about my new story [“The Pre-Per- 
sons”] (I’ve only written 3 from 1969 to date) saying “it lacks focus & meanders & 
ought to be sent back for revision, but I'll try it on one or two markets first.” MY 
STORY NEEDS REVISION? ME? Does God need instructions on how to build 
the universe? 

Anyhow, my agent was wrong. 

I’m sorry—the flu has worn me out—must sign off. Oh—another chick has 
been reading WHOLE GRAINS; this a chick super sophisticated—in fact super- 
super (knows Frank Zappa—her husband is an actor on TV—I mean, she is one 
truly righteous hip chick). Her reaction: “the most important book of quotations 
I've ever seen,” & then she decided to buy as many copies as she had bread for. 
She (Linda Wolfe is her name) is my guru, sort of—she shows up when I've had it, 
pulls me through, then splits. Same for Tessa—she adores Tessa & our baby. 

Okay—I hope you like the pix Tessa has enclosed. Ol’ Pinky was gone 5 
months & like Linda Wolfe, came back. 


Phil, ubi amor regnet 


[TO RON &@ FRAN GOULART] February 24, 1974 


Dear Ron and Fran, 


My new wife Tessa, whom | just recently met and who is the mother of my 
child Christopher, whom | also just met, pointed out to me that I haven't ever 
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written to you (I’m sorry if it bothers you to be called “Fran” but I forget if the fem- 
inine form is spelled “Francis” or “Frances” and do not wish to display my igno- 
rance, especially to a fellow writer and his wife. 1 guess it would be especially 
offensive to you if you are no longer Fran at all but some other chick, Ron having 
been remarried. 

But | digress. 

You know, Ron, I am using one of those little squares of paper for covering 
over typos with a fine white dust, rather than erasing, like we used to do. What if 
months from now all that white dust gradually falls off and the original letters are 
once more there? And they set type from it? And it makes no sense! 

Of course, regarding some of us and our writing it would only increase rather 
than reduce the quality of our style, and now my ribbon isn’t inking. Which causes 
me to remember why | am writing you. I want to say I’ve been following your 
career (I didn’t say I’ve actually read anything by you recently, though, did I?) and 
I want to say how wonderful it is that you're still proving what Norbert Weiner— 
Wiener—whatever, who invented Cybernetics, tried so desperately to prove and 
died trying, died and failed trying, | might add: that a child prodigy can go on into 
adult life and amount to something. Mozart did it, but that was back in 1730. 

If | wanted to momentarily lapse into a humorous vein, I could say that most 
of Wiener’s best work was done before he was born, whereas most of Mozart’s best 
work was done after he was dead. But I guess you've already grown weary of my 
banter & chatter (sounds like a law firm in a Dickens novel). So I'll say—hi, you 
guys. How are you? 

I just noticed that there is no close quote in p[aragraph] one. Add it, please, 
as | am very bad at such drudge type stuff. (Tessa points out that it is really a close 
parenthasis, but I can’t spell that either. However, I can spell quote because it’s 
short.) 

I thought of you because Tessa smokes cigars, Cuesta Reys, and one day my 
therapist asked me about that and | said that it reminded me of some woman ear- 
lier in life that I had really admired and my therapist said, “Your mother,” and | 
said, “No, Fran Goulart.” My therapist wrote that down on her pad like she under- 
stood what it meant, but I knew better. Therapists do a lot of that. 

On the other hand | am good at punctuation. And I am good at typing if all 
this fine little white dust doesn’t eventually fall off, which maybe it already has. 
Has it? Are there sentences above like “best work dome” and “qs I am ver9y bad 
at” and so forth? Phrases, I mean. Really, | get uptight writing to authors | admire. 
I did indeed read some of your recent stuff, Ron, a story in F@SF, and liked it very 
much; in fact I laughed out loud. | forget what it was about though or the title. It 
was a little offensive, though; does that help? 

Hey Ron, remember when Tony Boucher printed that you were the first 
undergraduate editor ever of the Berkeley Cal humor magazine The Pelican, and 
by the time that issue of F&’*SF came out, you had been fired and publication of 
the magazine suspended? Did you ever tell Fran about that? We’re all still talking 
about that—in one door and out the other, as they say. 
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I swear to god, this is the worse typed letter I have ever written. I guess I’m con- 
vinced unconsciously that you've long ago stopped reading so it doesn’t matter. 
(Have you?) I remember how | used to phone you up, Ron, and you’d start cursing 
as soon as you realized it was me. So we'd both talk at once. Later I’d write down as 
best I could from memory what I'd said, in order to use it later in a book because it 
was so good. I never did hear what you said, though. But I guess that’s okay. 

My new novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, came out 
this month, by Doubleday. Brian Aldiss wrote me from England to tell me that no 
book with punctuation or however you spell it in its title had ever been successful 
in his country so he could positively tell me, which he then did, that TEARS was 
a loser, even before seeing a copy. Boy, that sure made my day, let me tell you (I 
just did). 

You want to get any more letters like this? Or any kind of letter from me? 
How are you? I'd like to hear if you’re still—I mean, how your writing is going, 
Ron (people say that to me now and then it really hurts: “Are you still writing?” In 
the old days they were content to say, “But are you writing anything serious?”)? 

I love you both and | apologize for my typing. Maybe I ought to apologize for 
the content of this letter, too, but I'll wait until I get a formal request. Anyone as 
talented as you, Ron, deserves to be paid better for what you write; | can tell you 
that even without knowing what you get paid. Be good, and seriously, please drop 
me a line and tell me you got this and how you both are, whoever your wife is 
now, Ron. Or maybe you’re not like me; I’ve had hundreds. And, like the two 
older sisters in Cinderella, each one lovlie—fuck it. Each one lovelier than the 
last (I jest). 

Love, 

Phil 
PS. Tessa really is pretty, truthfully. And our baby Cris—I mean, Christopher, is 
wonderful or something, I forget. Something good. 


(TO PHILIP JOSE FARMER] February 24, 1974 
Dear Phil, 


You are certainly right when you show unease at the line-up of critics doing 
doubledome think pieces on my work, especially when they study its “meaning.” 
This has not worried me until I saw the line-up you gave, and in all seriousness it 
startled and worried me, because I know that historically speaking, critical acclaim 
and attention of this sort almost always indicates one thing: not that the writer 
and his work are bad, but that the work is unhealthy. ] mean, frankly, Phil, ] am 
sure we both are good writers and both of us deserve to feel secure in this knowl- 
edge... but I’m afraid that the fact that the critics feel such interest in my stuff 
indicates that my stuff is neurotic. Yours is not. Yours is the most healthy work in 


our field—like earlier books of great and enduring value such as MOLL FLAN- 
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DERS and TOM JONES. It’s ominous—for me, anyhow. I really wish you hadn't 
pointed that out. 

Well, this will be a short letter because I have a terrible flu; from what you 
say, the same your lovely wife has. I wish her luck, with all my heart. ] hate this 
sort of flu. It is God’s way of punishing us for trying to be good people: we get this 
flu for no moral reason, as Job got all his afflictions. As if God’s saying, “See, what 
good did it do you?” No good at all. 

Nobody ever phones me long distance to see when my next book is coming 
out; they just gossip that there won't ever be another one because my brain is 
burned out or I’ve gone mad or am dead. Or all of the above. 

I’m glad you liked my title, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID. 
When I originally told it to a girl in our field she said, “That’s a Harlan Ellison 
title,” and when I told her the plot she said, “And the protagonist is a homosex- 
ual.” Then she left. I actually wrote an introduction defending the protagonist 
against her slanders, but later threw it away, deciding that the hell with it, which 
is what I said at great length in the introduction. 

You know, Phil, I still remember the evening you won the Hugo for “Riders of 
the Purple Wage.” I lost that night in my category, lost to Ted Sturgeon [actually 
Fritz Leiber] for “Roll Dem Bones” [“Gonna Roll the Bones”}. 1 think, though, it 
was one of my greatest nights anyhow, to see your piece win because I thought 
then and think even more so now, years later, that it is one of the finest pieces in 
our language. | read your attack back at Lem, and agree with you, both in your 
criticism of his stuff and your defense of your own. “Riders” was great art from the 
first word on, and a milestone in English prose. And unique. Joyce did not invent 
it, as you pointed out. Phil Farmer did. 

Thank you very much for your acute comments on what sort of father a man 
of my age makes. | have two previous children, and I am a much happier and 
more relaxed father this time, and for the first time I am really enjoying having a 
little baby around cursing and yelling all the time as he does. Chris is my home 
entertainment center, rather than the color TV and stereo being so. 

I am indeed “just clearing up my affairs before emigrating,” here in Fullerton, 
as you tactfully inferred upon learning that I am no longer in Canada. I want to go 
back as soon as possible. Before, when I was there, I learned I could not satisfy 
immigration (Canadian) unless I returned to the U.S. and completed my divorce 
action with my then-wife Nancy, whom you met at the ’68 Con in Berkeley or 
wherever; you remember, because that’s when I met you and so forth. So I came 
back here, got divorced, then remarried and now have Christopher by Tessa, and 
we are all going to Canada, including the cat who is practicing Canadian so that 
he will not be taken as either a resident alien or an alien resident. It always 
amused me as a s-f writer, when | was in Canada, to have people there say “Oh, 
you're an alien.” Because we know what that means, don’t we? even if they don't. 

Financially I had a good year, too. When Nancy left me back in ’70, taking 
our baby, | stopped writing until ] met Tessa and we were together and going to 
have a baby. Then I resumed writing, did the two novels for Doubleday of which 
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TEARS is the first, several stories and so forth. | am not happy without a family. 
Without all that racket and confusion in the background | don’t care to write or, 
frankly, even to live. 

Phil 
PS. 1 am of course Kilgore Trout, but as you say, I am of course sworn to secrecy; 
therefore | cannot admit to it and will not under any circumstances. I deny every- 
thing, in advance. (How did you know Dell will be bringing VOTH-S [VENUS 
ON THE HALF-SHELL, by “Kilgore Trout”, a fictional writer created by Kurt 
Vonnegut; the novel was actually written by Farmer] out in Feb of 1975? Very suspi- 
cious.) 


[TO ART SPIEGELMAN & MICHELE GROSS] February 24, 1974 
Dear Art and Michele, 


When WHOLE GRAINS goes into its next printing (did you see the whole 
page of quotes from it in the recent Intellectual Digest?) you can add this quote 
from me, viz.: 


Everything I have ever written has not only been meaningless 
it has also been mispelled. 


Phillip K. Dick 


Love to you both (note above where I mispell my own name wrong,” as well 
as mispelled, which is really misspelled, and enough of this). How is the book selling? 


Love, 


Phil 


*] did what? “Mispell my own name wrong”? That’s NUTS!! Crazy! Psy- 
chotic! “To mispell it wrong—” Somebody help this man! 


[TO LAURA DICK, Dick’s daughter] February 26, 1974 


Dear Laura, 


I finally was able to get hold of a copy of Vertex magazine for you, with the 
interview and pictures with me in it. It’s on its way to you, via snail mail. Let me 
know if you enjoy it; I really think it’s a super good interview. 

Did the book arrive? And how are you and what are you up to these days? 
We're still trying to get it all together to leave Southern California. It’s really some- 
thing here with no gasoline—they’ve all gone nuts, first driving around frantically 
in circles, looking for gas, and then giving up and disappearing from all the streets 
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and freeways as they one by one give up. I remember one time when I was up 
there with you and your mother—we had ducks and chickens penned in, and rats 
used to eat their grain. When we gave the ducks and chickens away we naturally 
stopped putting out grain every day. The rats ran around just like the cars here; 
around and around frantically, and then disappeared. | found one rat, though, 
who managed to make the transition to a New Life: I found him up in the berry 
bushes, relaxed, eating blackberries. 

Originally, when a reporter here asked me what I thought would make a good 
substitute fuel I said “Chicken gizzards.” He thought about it and then said, “But 
the little stones in them would score the cylinder walls of the engine.” (Chicken 
gizzards are a standard joke down here, because it’s been revealed that the Mc- 
Donald burgers are made mostly from them, and worse.) 

A Yellow Cab driver told Tessa last week that in a few months all the cabs 
would be running on natural gas. I’m not sure if he was kidding her, but it made me 
think, “I guess they’ve been running on unnatural gas all this time. We all have.” 

Lots of love, and let me know what you think of the novel and the interview, 
and how you are and what’s up. 


[TO EDGAR & GERTRUDE DICK] February 26, 1974 
Dear Dad and Gertrude, 


I finally was able to obtain a copy of the issue of Vertex magazine with the 
interview with me in it—it’s on its way to you under separate cover, as they say. | 
feel sure you'll enjoy it. 

The gasoline shortage down here has drivers running around like rats in 
search of food. They are utterly desperate and very frightened; it is no joke. Jobs, 
schooling—their lives are being broken. And at night it’s eerie: I realized suddenly 
about four a.m. that there is no sound of cars in the night any more. Only silence. 
Maybe the end has come for our technological civilization. Who, even science fic- 
tion writers, would have imagined that it could come so soon and so abruptly? 


Love, 
your son, 


Phil 


[TO JEFF SCHALLES] March 7, 1974 
Dear Jeff Schalles, 


Thank you for your letter of March 3. Yes, you have my permission to reprint 
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my elderly article “Schizophrenia & The Book of Changes” which appeared in 
Niekas 11 nine years ago, without payment to me. So get it on, man; get it on. Dig? 

You might be interested in the sort of comments I got on that article. At one 
point in it I said something on the order that “schizophrenics do not write letters” 
etc., whereupon some poor soul trapped in an English funny farm for just such an 
ailment wrote a long, long letter to prove that contention false. He was, in fact, 
quite angry at my statement, and indeed he was correct, since I had forgotten that 
one particular subdivision of the schizophrenic group does tend to write many let- 
ters: one of the paranoid types which is always writing the authorities and the vari- 
ous media to call their attention to great plots and injustices generally directed 
against him personally. You might note this in an addendum to your reprinting. 

By the way—I no longer have a copy of the article myself, since the burglary 
of my house first in November of 1971 and then again in February of 1972; all my 
business notes and documents and records and checks, etc. were ripped off by per- 
sons unknown. (I sound like one of the people I describe in the article, don’t I? 
But it did happen.) So could, when you’ve got your ’zine printed up, could you 
send me a copy or two? Thank you. 

I admire a man who can write in a letter to a stranger that he feels himself 
becoming less than coherent. That shows great ego strength. It always makes me 
personally terribly anxious when | find myself in such a state ...and ] have no ten 
speed to ride off on until the mood passes. 

Much luck, and thank you for your request. 


Cordially, 

Philip K. Dick 
[TO HENRY LUDMER, agent, Scott Meredith Literary March 8, 1974 
Agency} 
Dear Henn, 


Here back are the two signed and initialed copies of the Eyre Methuen con- 
tract for MARTIAN TIME-SLIP Thank you so much for this sale. 

Regarding [Stanislaw] Lem. ...Lem no longer writes to me nor do | write 
him. Excuse me for saying it, but he (or more likely they) are real bastards, and I 
should have listened to you. I never doubted that you had gotten money out of 
Poland, for example for Bob Silverberg, but thanks for including the written proof. 
... Armed with this material from you, plus the outright lies in Lem’s letters to me, 
I may go ahead and at least publish an account in one of SFWA’s [SCIENCE FIC- 
TION WRITERS OF AMERICA] publications, warning other s-f writers that 
those guys over there in Warsaw are running a shell game on us and to beware. 
Frankly, I’m madder than hell at Lem. I hope an unseasonal tidal wave engulfs his 
entire country. This is why I need you as my agent; left to my own, I would be for- 
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ever trading my cow for a handful of magic beans—and finding out when I got 
home that the beans were plastic anyhow. So thank you. 

[Dick’s inability to obtain payment in dollars for Polish editions of his books, a cir- 
cumstance he shared with a great many other writers, frustrated him to the point 
where he became obsessed with the idea that Stanislaw Lem, the Polish author who 
had championed his work, was lying to him about the royalty situation. During the 
spring of 1974, when Dick was in fact suffering from a condition of extreme hyperten- 
sion (high blood pressure), he developed a grandiose delusion in which “Lem” was seen 
as the agent of an international Communist conspiracy that sought to bring Dick to 
Eastern Europe and then brainwash him. Dick entered into voluminous one-sided cor- 
respondence with the FBI and others about this; some of those unfortunate letters are 
included in this volume. The reader is cautioned that nothing that Dick states about 
Lem and about other writers, editors, and critics here or in the later letters discussing 
this “conspiracy” should be regarded as having any basis in fact. A statement by 
Stanislaw Lem, describing the actual circumstances of his correspondence with Dick 
and his role in recommending publication of UBIK in Poland, is included in the front 
of this volume. Serious consideration has been given to omitting these delusional letters 
of Dick’s altogether from this volume; but to do so would be to distort and sanitize the 
picture of who Dick was during this difficult and eventful year of his life. —Ed.] 


Cordially, 
Phil 


[TO CECIL H. SMITH] March 8, 1974 
Dear Mr. Smith: 


You wrote me in early January in response to my lauding your work. Your 
response got to me because although they do not wrap fish in yesterday’s science fic- 
tion novels they do tear off the covers after sixty days and pulp them—which is to 
say, we all go to a common grave, professionally. I’ve tried and tried to come up with 
an answer to your terrific but sad letter; | even showed it to my therapist, but she 
only shook her head and muttered some vague platitude, of worth to neither of us. 

HOWEVER I have come up with two thoughts to help us both, us all who 
carve or write or paint and then after years and years wonder what the hell it was 
all for. 

(one) The first really great poet that we know of, at least in the West, was 
Sappho. Of one of what the ancients considered her most important poem, only 
this remains: “Love ... bittersweet.” The rest is lost. So our sorrow began from the 
beginning; does this help? For some obscure reason it comforts me, anyhow. 

(two) The most majestic and eloquent statement on this subject is probably 
Shelley’s poem “Ozymandias,” correct? 
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“Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away. 


Well, it came to me one day that the full futility expressed by Shelley’s poem 
could only hit us as he meant it to if the pedestal on which these words appear 
bore this statement: “My name is Jehovah,” and so forth, rather than, “My name is 
Ozymandias” etc., which is to say, Nothing any of us does, even the True God 
Himself, survives eternally. So we are all in one leaking boat together, which will 
reach no farther shore. I guess it is the trip, not the destination, that contains the 
archetype of meaning—for you and me, the act of writing and not what ultimately 
becomes of what we once wrote—does this make sense? Remember this: the great 
mosaics of antiquity were group efforts, and bore no name or names of their cre- 
ators at all. 

With warm fraternal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO NANCY HACKETT, Dick’s fourth wife] March 8, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


You need not apologize for your letter about Jesus, and I am delighted that 
Isa will be baptized at Holy Innocents, which I know was Maren’s church. Back 
around 1963 I turned to religion with great fervor and excitement, back in Point 
Reyes Station, so I can understand. People come and go, but Jesus is always there. 
What we need we can’t hope to get from this person or that person or any per- 
son, because we need something that is eternal and unchanging, and all people, 
like ourselves, are mortal; we do what we can, but more is needed. Especially 
exciting is the idea that you both might go into a Christian house; | will indeed 
pray for that, but let me offer you this advice: please be sure that if you change 
your mind and want to leave, they will let you leave. I’ve talked to people who 
went into “Jesus communes” and then when they wanted to bail out, actual 
physical force was used to keep them in line. This is an area where people are 
inclined to be fanatic; in Canada when | decided to leave X-Kalay, the heroin 
rehab center, they used every psychological and coercive tactic at their disposal 
to keep me there. “You'll be dead in the gutter six weeks after you leave here,” 
the executive director himself told me. “And what’s more, WE WON’T 
CARE!” Well, what I said to him was, “I’ve been here a month and seen a lot of 
hate expressed in the ‘Game,’ but not once ever heard the word ‘love’ used. So 
I’m leaving.” He became furious, but I left and am glad I did. When people are 
saving you, either from evil or from dope or booze or Communism or Fascism or 
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whatever, they get very uptight when you decide to split. | hope this won’t hap- 
pen with you, but bear this in mind; it does happen. 

Listen, Nancy—isn’t Isa’s birthday coming up soon? | already have bought 
a card for her ... please write me (or even call me: 714-524-7306, collect) and 
tell me the date so I don’t miss it. In fact, why don’t you call me anyhow? I'd 
love to talk to you both. 


(TO DIANE CLEAVER] March 10, 1974 


Dear Diane, 


In regards to the matter of sending you a final on A SCANNER DARKLY, 
I keep getting faced by the extraordinary breakthrough in medical and psychiat- 
ric circles on the split-brain phenomenon, which almost seems to equal in his- 
toric importance Freud’s original demonstration that mental disorders were 
psychogenic and not due to any physiological brain pathology, as had up to then 
been believed. As I’m sure you know, many recent papers regarding brain map- 
ping (in particular Penfield’s work) have tended to turn researchers back to the 
idea that mental illness is biological or at least biochemical in origin. (For exam- 
ple, there is the new PC.A. target theory, much touted here in California, a 
refinement, really, of the older gross lobotomy surgical process, now mostly aban- 
doned.) Less than a week ago I was able to get enough new information about 
the split brain discoveries to clarify for my own purposes—which is to say, my 
use of it as the fundamental scientific premise of the novel—to realize that this 
may well be an unprecedented turning point in the entire concept of how both 
the normal and the so-called psychotic brain operates. I was told by the psych 
tech whom I talked to that in Palo Alto (which would mean Stanford and its 
psychiatric hospital and teaching staff, one of the three finest in the country) 
there was a major conference on this specific topic. He himself had not 
attended it, but he gave me much more to go on than I had; for example they 
now seem to feel they can posit exactly which hemisphere of the brain handles 
which sort of mental process. No printed account of their conference has been 
published yet, but this psych tech cautioned me that Scientific American almost 
certainly will soon give this topic and these new findings major coverage and 
that | should wait for that at the very least. 

I tell you all this because even as recently as the time I last wrote you | did 
not really comprehend the magnitude and implications of these radical new find- 
ings. Briefly put, this might well place psychology and psychiatry on a “hard” scien- 
tific basis, for the first time. Obviously I can’t wait forever until, so to speak, all 
the returns are in on this, but from what this tech said, the Palo Alto gathering 
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has probably managed, through their prestige, to formulate what will be the 
favored view on this fascinating topic. I would like then, to decline the May dead- 
line because I cannot guarantee either to myself as a scrupulous author or to Dou- 
bleday, a highly reputable publisher, that I will know what I am talking about by 
then. We might have an exciting novel but based on pseudo-science, and since 
many of the readers in this field will be following these new developments (by the 
time the book is released the popular media will very likely be discussing it), | 
could find myself discredited as a science fiction writer in the worst possible way: 
displaying a basic, faulty grasp of what by then the tenth graders in their science 
classes will accurately understand. | might as well, then, write about a flat Earth 
around which the sun moves, or as Larry Niven did once in a novel, to his ever- 
lasting misery, have the sun rise in the West and then sink slowly in the East; 
which is to say, he had the Earth turning backward, in order to make his plot 
work. Science fiction is not a field where you can get away with that; for example, 
I myself, in DO ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? assigned the 
wrong number of legs to a spider, and I’m still hearing about it. That taught me a 
lesson. The subject was minimal in that novel where I screwed up, but for SCAN- 
NER the split brain material underlies the entire work. 

One other point, although this is really my own feelings, a very subjective 
thought. I am ceaselessly watching the reaction, the feedback, to FLOW MY 
TEARS. The total feedback, the total response, will really govern several 
aspects of my handling of the final on SCANNER. This will take several more 
months; in fact, it may take the balance of the year. And, perhaps of even more 
critical importance, | do not wish to have two novels appear the same year, espe- 
cially by the same publisher, competing against each other in terms of Nebula 
and Hugo votes. I honestly believe this to be bad business, and a loss for Double- 
day and for me. I might split my own votes and win nothing, whereas if TEARS 
alone appeared in 1974 it might pick up an award. Also, the so-soon release of 
SCANNER might suggest to fans with long memories that I had gone back to 
my old days when I cranked out several novels a year—that I had just gone and 
dashed off SCANNER the way I used to dash off stuff for Ace Books. I need 
very badly to see that old view of me fade away forever. This is why, when asked 
by fans or a fanzine when SCANNER will be released, I opine 1975, not this 
year—do you realize that in 1964, the year after I won the Hugo, | published 
five novels, as well as various short stories? Few readers are willing to believe 
that such productivity can carry a sustained high quality. I must not get back 
into that bag, myth though it is. 

A last thought ...could you let me know how FLOW MY TEARS seems to 
be doing in terms of sales? I would appreciate a periodic tally, as Larry [Lawrence 
Ashmead] used to provide me with. Thank you, and I hope I am not creating more 
problems for you than I am worth. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO CHARLES PLATT, editor, Avon Books] March 10, 1974 
Dear Charles, 


Just a note, here, to tell you that I personally made a formal request for title 
reversion on MARTIAN TIME-SLIP from Ballantine, which hasn’t published it 
in ten years. They can, of course, republish it now, rather than give me title rights 
back. I think, though, that they’re mad enough at me to just allow reversion. In 
which case my first thought is of you and Avon. In the U.K. I just sold that partic- 
ular book to Eyre Methuen for the largest advance I’ve ever gotten from any for- 
eign country—more even than Cape gave me when they did a couple of my 
books. Brian Aldiss was highly anxious to see this particular novel get back into 
print, believing it to be my best. I sort of agree. 

Anyhow—I would like to know if you’re interested, were | to get reversion 
on it here in the U.S. Of course right now most of Scott Meredith’s attention is 
directed toward further sales of my new Doubleday novel, FLOW MY TEARS, 
THE POLICEMAN SAID, which by the way Ursula Le Guin nominated for a 
Nebula within the first week of its release. But I believe Doubleday, not Scott, has 
control of the paperback resale and bidding. They got me $9,500 on the resale 
here to Signet of DO ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? and then 
on UBIK they got a top bid of $10,000. At the LACON David Hartwell muttered 
to me that with such a large advance on ANDROIDS I'd never outsell and get 
any more; but on the contrary, the fact that Herb Jaffe has taken out an option for 
movie rights on it has caused Signet to reissue it, with an additional advance, and 
a flat 10% royalty per copy. 

We've seen a lot of Norman recently—French TV interviewed us, an amaz- 
ing French chick named Elizabeth Antebi whom I’m sure you either know or 
know of. She did most of the shooting of us at Disneyland; there we were, she and 
Norman and I, whirling around in the Mad Hatter’s Giant Plastic Teacups, while 
discussing whether fascism was going to reappear and take over once more. The 
whole thing was what Dali would have approved of; for me, though, it was over- 
taxing, and I got home tired and cross like a little boy who'd spent too long at the 
zoo. Drop me a line—I must stick to business—because [ do very much want to 


see MARTIAN TIME-SLIP republished here. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 
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[TO SHERRY GOTTLIEB] March 10, 1974 
Dear Sherry, 
I could tell by your invoice that your relationship with is wither- 


ing—sort of rotting away, so to speak, like an old pumpkin—and that, especially 
where you wrote “$6.00” you were beginning to realize that it was me (I?) that 
you eraved loved. And that when you finally made the total, $11.00, you were 
conscious of it—that’s why the 00 part ascends—it shows the approach of over- 
powering passion. Anyhow, here is my check for $11.00, for what it’s worth (a 
figure of speech, which is a sort of double pun—figure meaning sum of money, 
etc., heh heh) but mainly thank you so much, you incredibly beautiful, sexy, 
wise, good tay lady (sorry; I left out the “d.” Merely a typo). Thank you, too, for 
describing me for your computer bank merely as “out of state.” ] would have pre- 
ferred “out of sight,” however, but anyhow it’s better than “out of control” or 
“out of his tree.” 

We had David Wolff down for dinner Saturday night (you weren't invited 
because of your suggestive tattoo), and we had a terrific time—ate, drank and 
rapped until we dropped. What I gave him was the setting copy of the novel, two 
galleys and all else that Doubleday mailed back. We really liked him enormously 
and plan to hang on to him as a friend. Considering how long he was forced to 
wait he certainly deserved more than the mere uncorrected carbon. By having the 
setting copy he gets to read Doubleday’s copy editors’ many annotations, such as, 
“If born in 1954 was born at the age of 8” and so forth. I have always known that 
copy editors are one of the most highly skilled groups in our business, but | never 
realized it so utterly than when, where in my MS I had Buckman think, “The 
music is from Dowland’s Second Lute Book,” the copy editors had stuck on a flap 
on which they’d noted, “Second Book of Songs and Airs.” If | wanted to do a 
macho job I could have added, “Spelled ‘Ayres’ on Dowland’s original MS, 1598,” 
but I didn’t. 

I'd like, while I’m writing you anyhow, to order two more items. (one) A copy 
of THE BILLION YEAR SPREE, Doubleday 1973. (two) The book, which | 
understand exists at least in Canada, of Sladek’s parodies of us all which appeared 
originally in F&SE By the way—I just sold a new story to Ed Ferman; he’s asked 
for the only stories I’ve done since 1968 and bought all three. Lastly, Diane 
Cleaver at Doubleday writes happily that the U.S. Army purchased 213 copies of 
FLOW MY TEARS as soon as it was released. Hmmmm. 

Love, and come visit us—our new apt is outta sight and I don’t think you've 
seen it. 


Philip K. Dick 
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[TO FRED PATTEN] March 10, 1974 


Dear Fred Patten, 


Sorry not to have replied sooner to your letter of January 2, but the fact is 
I’ve been trying to get it together in answer to your questions about what “particu- 
lar item(s) or kind of item(s)” I would like to see on the program. As to the ques- 
tion in paragraph one, do we need a ride to the Con, the answer is YES! Both 
there and back, I’m afraid; our huge gas-burner is laid up in the garage with what 
seems to be a burned valve. So can we get a formal assurance of the two-way ride? 
You have our gratitude in advance. 

Also, since as usual we are somewhat broke, could you spell out for us pre- 
cisely what expenses there will be covered for us by you, and what we ourselves 
will have to come up with & for. I recall so clearly how at the LACON neither 
Tessa nor I could afford to attend the banquet, and hence missed the Hugo 
awards. Harry Harrison was out there with us, but he wanted to be. 

Since we now have a seven month old baby, may I ask, will there be a child 
care unit as I understand has existed at some previous cons? This is not a must, of 
course, but I’d hate to have to change Christopher in the middle of my speech. Or 
maybe it would be good to do; anyhow a First. 

Re the issue of what I’d like to see on the program. At this point I am con- 
vinced that the best topic for my own speech should be something like this: “How 
Have S-F Writers Prepared Us For Our Present National Economic and Political 
Disaster? Did We Do Our Job, Or Was It Our Job To Alert Everyone?” And what 
I'd like to see is a colloquy with the audience rather than a set speech from me—I 
want to know what they/you all feel. | want to ask these questions, not just get up 
and deliver “answers.” In this matter I do have many strong opinions and feelings 
and ideas, but I’ve seen Harlan [Ellison] get his audience to actively participate, 
and I prefer this. Okay? 

One thing I do want to state, though, is my own appraisal of the disaster, 
especially the information available now concerning the deliberate, systematic 
and almost totally effective destruction of dissent, especially of the anti-war 
groups. Destruction by infiltration and harassment by Army undercover agents 
(ASA) and in FBI covert operations the code name for which is new to all of us: 
the Cointelpro programs. And of course the official admission of the thousands of 
Federal computers storing raw data on so many citizens. Because of my research 
done for MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE on the theory and tactics and structure 
and aims of the totalitarian state, | want to draw attention to specific common 
ingredients between police duties here and in the Nazi period of Germany—and 
certain key differences. Differences which in my opinion are of extraordinary 
importance. 

Does this sound okay with you? I do feel that this is a proper topic for a science 
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fiction writer to speak on, and certainly it is a topic of boundless importance for 
all of us. 


With warm regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO BOB NESS] March 11, 1974 


Dear Bob, 

If this letter does not reach you, notify me at once. I may be using one of 
your old addresses. Better yet—if this letter doesn’t reach you, get hold of Mike 
Bailey at #4 2416 West 3rd Ave, Vancouver and have him get your current 
address and send it to me, since he knows my address, which I have also lost. 

Why don’t you write me any more? Did you see the interview with me in Ver- 
tex #6 and have you bought and/or read my new novel FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID? 

Recently I fell in love with Victoria Principal, a new hot property star under 
contract to Universal, which is MCA, very huge. To get her starring réle in “The 
Naked Ape” she had to do a Playboy nude spread. Anyhow, I wrote a fan letter to 
her, care of Universal Studios. A month later it was returned unopened, marked 
by the studio with a huge rubber stamp: NOT AT UNIVERSAL. And she may 
well be their most promising new flick chick. Anyhow, David James, the Big Time 
photographer, flew out here from England to do a photo spread on me to go with 
an article in the Saturday color section of the London Daily Telegraph or some 
such thing, with a circulation of one and a half million. Turned out David James 
had been assigned to cover Miss Principal, and he gave me the name of the only 
man there who has ever heard of her, Gail Gifford in their publicity department. 
So I wrote him and casually mentioned my two movie options and the fantasy TV 
film Metromedia is doing of a story of mine. I then got LOTS AND LOTS of pic- 
tures of Victoria, all carefully marked “Universal Studios.” Why am I telling you 
this? Maybe to help myself and all of us understand how come it is theoretically 
possible that Nixon did not know about Watergate. I mean, if Universal returns a 
fan letter to their hottest new property marked NOT AT UNIVERSAL, then | 
guess it is possible for whole organizations to not know what the hell they them- 
selves are doing, whom they are paying and what for. I guess I could write Mr. 
Nixon at the White House address and get the letter back unopened and stamped 
NOT KNOWN AT WHITE HOUSE. 

One time somebody quoted to me a passage from a favorite novel he’d read 
and | agreed it was a piece of genius. Then he informed me that he was quoting 
from one of my own novels. I had to go look it up to believe it. 

I also had an interview in Voice, a kids’ mag, circulated in our school system. 
Its readership is 900,000 and the editor said, “They probably will all write you; get 
ready.” 
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In other news, Christopher, our baby, is 7 months old now and goes about fix- 
ing things such as my stereo and the catbox. Tessa is becoming more lovely each 
day whereas I am declining in vigor due evidently to the smog. Our cat Pinky, who 
left two weeks after the baby was born, came back—five months gone, and then 
there he was again on the porch, starved, sick, wild; god knows what sort of sto- 
ries he could tell us, could he speak. We could hardly recognize him. What amuses 
me is that my psychotherapist told me repeatedly, “Face the fact that the cat got 
run over. Give up hope.” But we never did. 

Well, why am I writing a letter that you won't receive? So I'll close. 

French TV filmed me at Disneyland, but I guess | already told you in a previ- 
ous letter. The producer was a chick, and the first thing she asked when we got 
there with the whole damn two-car production crew and equipment was—this to 
a Disneyland official—she said, “I wish to see the man in charge of pubic rela- 
tions.” I’ve not been right in the head since. 


Love, and write us. 


Phil 


[TO PHILIP PURSER] March 15, 1974 
Dear Mr. Purser, 


Just a swift note here regarding corrections of your article on me, in case it 
has to go into print unexpectedly soon: 

Page 5, line 6: The sum of $750 as the advance on MAN IN THE HIGH 
CASTLE is incorrect; the sum was $1,500. That smaller advance, $750, was on 
my first hardcover novel sale, TIME OUT OF JOINT: The biggest advance | have 
had was on FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, which was $2,500. 
Same on A SCANNER DARKLY. 

Page 7, line 20: Should read “...the Orphan Annie Decoder Badge.” You 
have Dakota for Decoder, a quasi-homonym. 

Page 10, line 24: “... The whole thing was bizarre and nightmarish.” | sug- 
gest you add to this the following: “One police officer did say to me, though, that 
‘Marin County didn’t need any crusaders.” I suggest you add this for clarification, 
and it is an exact quote. This addition might help tie several parts of your piece 
together. It certainly is an excellent piece, although not entirely flattering, but I 
scarcely can object, correct? I'll write you more at length later—but I would very 
much like to know which American encyclopaedia Kingsley Amis wrote the arti- 
cle for, which you mention and quote from. | am quite disappointed that the BBC 
dropped me onto the cutting room floor in their Omnibus program, but thank you 
for calling attention to this in your own piece; perhaps the U.K. will rise up and 
order Omnibus and the BBC to reinstate all the outtakes. 

Recent new material in the media suggest to me, by the way, that the bizarre 
and nightmarish robbery of my house may not have been by private political extrem- 
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ists such as the Birchers’ attack force, the Minutemen, but in fact a Cointelpro hit 
by undercover U.S. Government commando-types. But this is speculation on my 
part. But as I’m sure you know, more and more information on such political police 
activities, kept secret so long, here in the U.S., is at last coming to light. 

Tessa thanks you for your description of her, as do I. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


(TO LAURA DICK] March 17, 1974 


Dear Laura, 


I’m glad the money I| sent went into the horse fund. As I’m sure I’ve told you, | 
belong to the Animal Protection Institute and in particular to WHOA! because of 
its efforts to save the last wild horses. We’ve been writing to the Government, and 
it’s been sending back a lot of the fake talk that the Government does, that pseudo- 
language they use to cover up things. Like “inoperative,” meaning that last week’s lie 
was found out, so they have a new one for a while, until it too is found out. Never- 
theless the API and WHOA! have printed so many ads regarding the plight of wild 
animals that the authorities are going very slowly in what they are doing wrong, 
rather than very swiftly. So that is something anyhow. I guess. 

In your letter you mention that has lymphoma. Could you let me 
know their address, so I could write her and send her some flowers or something? 
Any advice or information you could give me would be much appreciated because 
I am very distressed and want to do what I can, which probably is little, but let me 
know right away, please, especially if there is something | can do that you know of. 

I hope this isn’t going to make anybody mad, but I am sort of delighted that 
you had a fight with one of your teachers and that you hate school so much. | 
remember when the University of California at Berkeley told me not only to get 
out but also never to come back. “Never?” | asked. “Never,” the lady said. Around 
the time | was your age I went exactly one half the time and stayed home the 
other half. School systems have been shown (e.g. by the editors of Intellectual 
Digest) to isolate kids from the real world, to teach them skills no longer needed, 
to ill-equip them to handle life when or if they ever emerge from the school. In a 
sense, the better you adapt to school the less your chances are of later on adapting 
to the actual world. So | figure, the worse you adapt to school, the better you will 
be able to handle reality when you finally manage to get loose at last from school, 
if that ever happens. But I guess | have what in the military they call a “poor atti- 
tude,” which means “shape up or ship out.” I always elected to ship out. 

Because of bad DNA coding I can never remember what I’ve already written 
different people, like, did I tell you that an editor from France flew out here to ask 
personally that their firm get first look at my novel, FLOW MY TEARS? And | 
promised, and he flew back to Paris. And then when the book came out last 
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month my agent airmailed him a copy. And his publishing firm and then four 

mote after it, five in all, in fact the entire five major publishing firms in France 

that do science fiction rejected the novel in quick succession. A paperback house 
there finally bought it for mickey mouse money or however you spell it. My master: 
piece which they’d all been waiting for. I didn’t know five publishers could even 
tead a novel in that short a time (about a month). 

And then, oddly enough, at just about the same time as a copy of FLOW MY 
TEARS was airmailed to England and read by my publisher there, the BBC 
dropped my entire interview out of its Omnibus TV program. I wound up, as they 
say, on the cutting room floor. Maybe there’s something I don’t know, I mean, 
have I lost it? Are they trying to tell me something and that’s it? 

However, this sort of thing does not depress me because I figure I’m really a 
nowhere nothing person and writer anyhow, and this is what I deserve anyhow 
and it was bound to happen anyhow and so forth. In fact I feel relieved. 

On the other hand, Art Spiegelman liked it. He does underground comic 
books and also edited a new book of quotations called WHOLE GRAINS which 
is fantastic. Intellectual Digest did a whole page from it. I guess I told you, though 
(see opening of paragraph four on page one of this letter), that there are four 
quotes by me in WHOLE GRAINS, or anyhow characters in four of my novels are 
quoted. Credit is given to me for three, but for one, strangely, the character her- 
self, named Kathy Sweetscent, is credited. So when the computers do their thing 
on the sources for the quotes, there I will be in the data banks three times and this 
mysterious girl named Kathy Sweetscent will be in there once, having said, 
“When you break through to absolute reality it’s all just one big blur” or some- 
thing like that. Later on, like two hundred years from now, there will be fake biog- 
raphies about Kathy Sweetscent, what she was like, other wise things she said (“A 
fool and his enemy are easily joined,” “I can’t tell the difference between truth and 
reality,” “A government gets the kind of people it deserves” and other nonsense). 

I got a look at the manuscript of FLOW MY TEARS after Doubleday’s copy 
editors had gone over it, before setting type from it. Not only had | spelled many 
many words wrong but I had changed the names of two characters half way 
through. No real writer ever does this sort of thing, you know. Even in high school 
English they don’t let you get away with it. “Sir,” an English teacher would have 
said, handing back the manuscript with a D on it, “you have barely passed. You, 
sir, are an idiot. Go to the back of the class.” And I’d try to, but would bump into 
the wall or something or fall down. And they’d all laugh. (I guess they’re laughing 
now at Doubleday at some of the ways I spelled words. I tried a lot of ways.) 

Lots of luv to you, Laura, and let me know about , okay? And 
please do not grade my on my spelling in this letter, as ] am very insecure about it 
and my flue flu whatever would get worse. 


Love, 
Dad 
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[TO FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION, Los March 20, 1974 
Angeles] 


To the Bureau: 


Today about two p.m. I telephoned you, asked for an Agent, talked to a lady 
Agent regarding what I believed to be prime source documents from the Soviet 
Bloc which had come into my possession by some mistake, and which I wanted 
the Bureau to see. The first came on Monday the 18th of this month: the regis- 
tered letter from Russian-occupied Estonia, which my wife signed for. She did not 
know what it was and gave it to me; I did not know what it was, knowing no one 
in that region; although as I explained to your Agent, I have sent letters to S. Lem 
in Poland (and years ago asked one scientific question of the Soviety Academy of 
Sciences, the answer to which my then friend Mr. George Smith of the Oakland 
Bureau Division got translated for me and for the Bureau; and, once prior to that, 
a royalty check from Ogonek for a story of mine they had stolen which a Russian 
had called my attention to). Knowing that I should not be receiving this regis- 
tered from Estonia I was quite worried and although I opened it, read it, I did not 
understand it, do not know the man, and did not know what to do. I felt it was a 
trap, frankly, by the KGB, and not what it appeared to be. But I was not sure; I did 
not call the Bureau that day, being confused; but today the second enclosure 
came, the Xerox from New York, also from no one I’d ever heard of. When I saw 
the Xerox | knew at once that either the Soviet authorities had made an error 
(because | could identify this item clearly as typical Party-Line trash); both 
together, however, did then convince me that either I was being set up by the 
KGB for the reasons I explained on the phone, OR: these were actual accidents 
by the Soviet people, should not have gone to me, they mistakenly believing that | 
was party-line and under discipline, which I am not. Anyhow, I am so wom out 
with worry and this flu that’s going around that I am sending you these two now, 
as some sort of weird Soviet accidents or god knows what; anyhow, I'll get the 
other prime source documents to you (letters from S. Lem in Poland, carbons of 
mine to him, etc.) 

These Soviet machine guys have bilked me and lied to me, and | have the 
documents to put it into print and had intended to until Monday when the Eston- 
ian letter came, which as | explained on the phone, frightened me; | fear the KGB 
right off the scale, and am doing what I can to counter, for us all. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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(TO EDGAR DICK] March 22, 1974 
Dear Dad, 


Your letter which I just received I will treasure forever, the letter in which 
you comment on my novel FLOW MY TEARS and the Vertex interview. Rather 
than finding your comments “dull” I found the entire letter an extraordinary prose 
model, both in style and in total composition. And if you do not mind, I would 
like to keep it as such for other people to see, as an example for all time of the 
absolute English prose model, such as they used to have in the great era of simple 
and direct English, of Swift and Pepys. Without flaw in fact. No ornamentation. 
This letter is, in many ways, a far finer written piece than anything I have done 
myself certainly, but also it does stand up with the finest prose models such as 
those which Sir Herbert Read gives in his famous text, ENGLISH PROSE 
STYLE, on which I learned, so to speak. 

But obviously in another deeper sense | got it from you. As is now at last 
finally so visible to me. And I am so glad. 

My wife appreciated what you said about the donkeys long ago here. She is 
so determined to meet you, and she keeps saying to me, “Let’s go up there so I can 
meet them and they can meet me and the baby and see you again.” We certainly 
want to, but you know and | see now more and more that what one wants to do is 
alas often so far from what one can do, just as what one would like to have in life 
is often far from what one gets. But we will hang in there, trying, and enclosed are 
more pictures. We are glad you enjoy them. 


With love, 


Your son. 


PS. I just got some wonderful news from my editor at Doubleday, a one-sentence 
letter: “FLOW MY TEARS has sold 4,953 copies so far.” So in its initial month 
and a half this novel has already sold twice what my previous best hardcover nov- 
els ever sold in their total sales each, their entire original edition. Evidently it’s 
thereby already earned back its advance and gone on, something that never hap- 
pened to me in my life. According to our trade journal Locus, a successful science 
fiction hardback original, that earns back all its costs, and then begins to pay, the 
turning point is above 3,000. From 3,000 hardcover to 7,000. And mine’s gone 
past 5,000 in less than the first two months. Wow. Undoubtedly it’s financially suc- 
cessful, and this explains why Doubleday is so emphatically asking me to get my 
next novel to them. I wondered why they were putting such pressure on me. 
Always in the past they didn’t sort of—you know—care that much. Now they 
want the next one NOW. It’s exciting to me, and quite new. 


Love. 
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[TO KNIGHTS OF COLUMBUS GARDEN GROVE March 25, 1974 
COUNCIL #4581] 


My Dear Friends: 


Recently | have become conscious of religious responsibilities, having formed a 
family and enjoying our lovely baby, Christopher. A number of years ago | was an 
active member of the Episcopal church, in fact a personal friend of the late Bishop 
Pike’s. Since his sad death ] have somewhat withdrawn from religious activities, 
although in 1969 I published a novel, A MAZE OF DEATH, in which I dealt with a 
“future world” in which the Trinity appeared as a major presence and theme. 

Now, for reasons which are not mine but above mine, | find ] want strongly 
to contact the Knights of Columbus, although frankly I know nothing about 
them. I would like to find out about you, and ask if you might be kind enough to 
inform me, in whatever fashion you think fit. 

These quite difficult times will, I think, bring ultimate great happiness and 
understanding for us all. When I am with my baby boy I sense overwhelmingly the 
warmth and goodness of the future, and am not afraid. Nor is he. 

Thank you, and I will hope to hear from you. 


In friendship, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO MR. NOBLE, District Attomey's Office, Child Support March 25, 1974 
Division, San Rafael, CA] 


Dear Mr. Noble: 


Each month, through your office, | make a child support payment to my ex- 
wife Nancy Hackett for the support of our child Isa [age seven]. In spite of severe 
financial difficulties ] am current, although at one time last year, because of illness 
and slight income, I lagged one month. At the time of the divorce I was in the Bay 
Area (October 1972) and arranged with Nancy to see Isa; I waited all afternoon at 
the zoo in S.E and Nancy did not show up. I had to return down here, south of Los 
Angeles, without having seen my daughter. Last summer Nancy wrote that she and 
her sister were thinking of taking a drive down to Disneyland, which is within a few 
miles of me. I wrote excitedly, saying I wanted to see Isa when they came down here 
....Nancy wrote again saying she could not come down....Recently, at the time of 
Isa’s birthday, Nancy got on the phone and called me. Isa then told me that in Sep- 
tember of last year they did indeed come to Disneyland. Nancy and her sister and 
Isa had flown down here, stayed at a hotel “With a huge swimming pool,” as Isa put 
it, stayed several days, gone to Disneyland, then flown back up to Marin County with- 
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out my ever knowing. I found out only by accident ....] swear, Mr. Noble, I can’t take 
it any more; | request your advice and help, and please intervene for me. Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TOPSYEHOLOGY TODAY March 29, 1974 
Dear Sirs: 


That “prisons are a source of wealth,” as made clear to us by Sol Chaneles in 
his article, “Urban Convicts Can Turn Ghost Towns Into Rural Communities,” is 
an insight which the Soviet Union came across long ago—which the Roman 
Empire understood equally well. It is desperately tragic that this awful insight 
should now be made available to this country also. In other words, slave labor. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH, Dick’s literary agent] Apni 1, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


I believe I sent you one or more of S. Lem’s letters to me. Could you make a 
Xerox for yourself and return the original or if there are more than one all the orig- 
inals? I am going to have to make them available to the U.S. authorities, evidently. 
They have taken an interest inasmuch as it would appear that I have been or 
would have been defrauded by a foreign nation. 

Thank you, and I presume, if necessary, | may turn the payment document from 
Poland to Bob Silverberg over to them too, in order to document the fraud. Correct? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN, Federal Bureau of Investi- April 2, 1974 
gation, Los Angeles] 


Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


In regard to your letter to me, I am now in the process of assembling all the 
letters to me from Stanislaw Lem of Warsaw for your evaluation. Since one or 
more of them is in New York, at my business agent’s office, | am obliged to wait 
until he sends what he has back to me. 


[The entire text of the above-mentioned letter to Dick from Sullivan reads as follows: 
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Dear Sir: 


Thank you for your recent letter with enclosures. 

Your interest in writing as you did is indeed appreciated and the 
material will receive appropriate attention. 

Should you come upon additional information or material you feel 
would be of interest to the FBI, do not hesitate to communicate with this 
office. 

Very truly ‘yours, 
William A. Sullivan, 
Assistant Director in Charge 


There is no evidence that Dick received any reply to the eighteen letters (often with 
multiple enclosures) he sent to Sullivan between Apmil 2 and May 29, 1974, or to later 
letters in July and September. There is also no evidence that the FBI set up a file on Dick 
at this time or paid any other attention to his 1974 letters and accusations. —Ed. ] 


For more than two years Lem and his Crakow publisher have been trying to 
induce me to come to Poland, without success. A number of claims and promises 
were set forth in Lem’s letters, including his statement that once I] reached Poland 
(which is to say, once I was behind the Iron Curtain), he personally would out of 
his own pocket finance me, above and beyond my royalties there. And I would, he 
stated, speak to the Polish Writers Union, or whatever it’s called. This would be a 
trip which the Polish people would finance in all respects. 

A number of neutral sources urged me to go. I have their letters, too. Vast 
claims were made, most if not all evidently false. 

I might add that in a very long article published internationally, and quoted 
on at least one German book jacket, Lem states that | am the sole U.S. (i.e. West- 
ern) science fiction writer of any importance; viz: 

“.. Fur Dick ‘ist unsere Welt die beste unter den schlecten, und andere gibt 
es iberhaupt nicht,’ meint Stanislaw Lem, der Dick fiir den bedeutendsten 
lebenden amerikanischen SF-Autor hilt.” (Lem’s article was written in German; | 
have a copy over at Special Collections at Cal State Fullerton, where my work is 
archived. It is now available in English, for the consumption of party-liners who 
can’t read German, I guess.) 

In connection with this much published and distributed article of Lem’s, now 
for the first time entering the U.S. in our language, I am beginning to receive 
offers such as the one enclosed from a Mr. Jack Dann, whom I have never heard 
of before. I hesitated to send this on to you, although | received it the same day as 
the second of the two letters I have already sent on to you. On the surface Jack 
Dann’s offer seems to be a legitimate business matter. In my opinion, though, it is 
not. Internal evidence suggests a close tie with Lem’s article, which I assume is 
now party dogma and hence binding on those who are under its discipline. Evalua- 
tion of Jack Dann’s letter is of course up to you, but I decline to respond to it, as 
well as to the two | sent on to you, unless you direct me otherwise. 

The joker in all this is that in February of 1972, in my Vancouver, B.C. 
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speech at the University of British Columbia and then as Guest of Honor at the 
Second Vancouver Science Fiction Convention, | stated the following: 

“Our field, science fiction, deals with that portion of the life-cycle of our spe- 
cies which extends ahead of us. But if it is a true cycle, that future portion of it has 
in a sense already happened. Or, at least, we can on a basis almost mathematically 
precise map out the next, missing integers in the sequence of which we are the 
past. The first integer: The Earth Mother culture. Next, the masculine solar dei- 
ties, with their stern, authoritarian societies, from Sparta to Rome to Fascist Italy 
and Japan and Germany and the USSR. And now, perhaps, what the medieval pie- 
tas looked forward to: in the arms of the Earth Mother, who still lives, the dead 
solar deity, her son, lies in a once-again silent return to the womb from which he 
came,” etc. 

This speech was reprinted here in the U.S., in Australia, and in the U.K. by 
the official journal of the British Science Fiction Society. Lem’s agent in Austria, 
Franz Rottensteiner, declined to print it; so did the French. Denmark will print it. 
Lem has seen the speech, in the Australian printing; he uses the same journal, S F 
Commentary, as his own English language forum. About the time he and 
Rottensteiner saw the speech, Warsaw turned abruptly hostile and broke off all 
contact with me. Lem will not write any further. Either he saw the key line in my 
speech about the USSR being like Fascist Germany, Italy and Japan, being “stern 
and authoritarian,” and that it, like the other totalitarian states mentioned, would 
fall, or else Lem realized that ] had proof that he had lied to me regarding the pos- 
sibility of transferring my Polish royalties out of Poland; he claimed throughout 
that they could not be transferred, so | would have to go to Warsaw to get them. 
Evidently, the name of the game was to get me to go to Poland, which is to say, 
behind the Iron Curtain. I will not do so. So the matter ended abruptly, with great 
animosity on my part toward Lem; in a letter of mine to Lem | accused him to his 
face. At this, he broke off communications and has never resumed. And then, the 
two letters | sent to the Bureau. Plus this dubious item from this Jack Dann. | pre- 
sume there will be more. What I can’t fathom now is whether the Soviet people 
still want to get me over there, or whether they want to discredit me. Any advice 
the Bureau can give me as to how to act in regards to this would be appreciated. 
Categorically, | will not go over there to Poland or anywhere else—for example 
France—where | might not be able to get back here. I have a wife and baby here 
and my own life and country. Possibly the Soviets have been covertly funding me 
(e.g. through France, where it was suggested on Paris TV, I am told, that I’d be 
given a Nobel Prize, and so on), without my knowledge, and building me up (e.g. 
Lem’s well-read long article quoted above), but if so then in effect they have been 
ripped off. ] got their money and their propaganda machine, and at this point they 
have gotten nothing. But this would drastically change, however, if I made a trip 
there. Once there, | might suddenly “see the light,” so to speak. And “decide” not 
to return to the West. 

In my opinion, they have made a serious mistake and it has cost them a lot of 
time, money, planning and work. But | am quite scared and apprehensive about 
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this, as my faulty typing probably reveals; I believe they are still doing their chess- 
game stuff in my direction, and | never was good at chess. 

Cordially, 

Philip K. Dick 

[Dick wrote and sent two more (brief) letters to Sullivan on April 2; he enclosed 

the originals of two letters to Dick from Lem (11/16/72 and 3/16/73), carbons of letters 
to Lem from Dick (10/25/72, 2/27/73, 5/2/73), a letter from the Meredith Agency to 
Dick (3/4/74) and the carbon of a letter from Dick to the Meredith Agency (3/22/74). 
Dick did not keep copies of any of this material—he told Sullivan, “I'm sure you can 
make Xerox copies for me later, if and when I need them’—-so there are no copies among 
his papers, and Freedom-of-Information requests to the FB] have so far failed to turn up 
any of this material. —Ed. } 


[TO CLAUDIA kK. BUSH, graduate student, Idaho State Apmil 4, 1974 
University | 


Dear Claudia, 


Well, you caught me just as I’m on my way to the hospital for a series of tests 
and maybe surgery. This is okay, because as you can see my ribbon isn’t inking very 
well anyhow. If I do return from the hospital (it’s vast hypertension, the result of 
trying to be a Good Person when in fact | am not), I will answer your neat-o note, 
letter, whatever it is, at length. 

I sort of like you, from the impression I get from your prose. It sounds like 
you're an alltogether type chick. What a background; almost as varied and freaky 
as my own (vide the interview with me in Vertex magazine #6; it’s a good source 
piece for you anyhow). 

While they are removing all my vital organs in the hospital and replacing 
them with Joe Chip plastic 1938 Philco radio parts, I will try to formulate stuff for 
you, not flak stuff but the real thing. You sound like an authentic person ... but in 
POCATELLO? I drove through there once, years ago. The biggest thing going on, 
the Local Action, was a long funeral procession. | managed to avoid it. At least 
until now (I jest). 

Love, and hang in there; sounds like you’ve got a groovy career staked out. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] Apmil 5, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


Herewith is my signed copy of the FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN 
SAID contract for Gollancz, back to you as requested. 
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Scott, I have some sad news about myself. A routine blood-pressure check by 
my doctor yesterday disclosed an ominous hypertension, and he has ordered me 
into the hospital for tests and then possible surgery. I will be out of it for some 
time, and while I am sick—or in an even worse outcome, if it arises, god forbid—I 
empower both you and my wife Tessa B. Dick to deal direct with each other, and | 
give her full powers to negotiate everything for me, in my name, until I recover; 
this is undoubtedly valid under California law. Okay? And wish me luck. 

I am not discouraged; I keep a high morale. 


With deepest personal affection, 
Phil 


[TO MR. NOBLE, D.A.’s office] April 10, 1974 
Dear Mr. Noble: 


Recently | wrote you conceming the anguish | have been feeling because my ex- 
wife Nancy Hackett brought my young daughter Isolde (Isa) down here to Disney- 
land without telling me, hence not giving me the chance to see Isa. This brief 
letter—necessarily brief—is merely to add hard evidence of the attrition on me of 
this ordeal; last week my doctor discovered in a routine check that for unexplained 
reasons my hypertension was so severe that he found it necessary to order me into 
the hospital at once for tests, in case there was a physical cause. So far tests have 
failed to show a physical cause, although one test-result is yet to come in and I am 
for the time being discharged, pending that test result. The cost to me already runs 
well over $500, and may well go up, and my elevated blood pressure, up to then 
entirely under control, got to 268 over 140 and was therefore a grim hazard to my 
very life. It would seem, according to the hospital people, that some dreadful sudden 
frustration in my life, entirely new and unique, brought on the massive hyperten- 
sion; | am now heavily medicated and sedated, and awaiting the final test results. | 
am also waiting to hear if your office can put any pressure on Nancy Hackett to com- 
ply, or to perhaps penalize her in terms of the support payments.... 

Mr. Noble, the stress of this, the frustration, nearly cost me my life; I only by 
chance had a blood pressure reading made last week (both my doctor and | had 
assumed that was no longer a medical problem for me); had I not, 1 might have 
gone to a better place where people behave in a moral and ethical and legal fash- 
ion, for the good of little children and unhappy, grieving fathers. | hope to hear 
from you, if for no other reason than perhaps to lessen the direct hazard from this 
situation, which has gone on so long, to my actual life. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO UNITED STATES INFORMATION AGENCY] Apmil 13, 1974 
Dear Ms. White: 


A recent letter of yours in the Los Angeles Times reminded me that, inas- 
much as the USIA a few years ago used a story of mine in one of their publications 
abroad (the story was called, “We Can Remember It For You Wholesale,” and, as | 
recall, was translated into Urdu by you), I might be of further use in the excellent 
work which your agency does, vis-a-vis the “Third World” countries and also your 
activities, as mentioned in the Times article, in reaching people behind the Iron 
Curten. 

I, myself, have or did have some contacts there; in any case my novels and 
stories per se are known, and | receive mail from Iron Curtain countries such as 
Soviet-occupied Estonia (in that case, a request that I correspond, and a state- 
ment by the individual, whom I had never heard of, that he had read at least two 
of my novels, and was one of the “millions of my fans.”) I might add that 
Stanislaw Lem, the Polish science fiction writer who is said to be the most popular 
science fiction writer in the USSR, with three million readers there and as many 
elsewhere (the USSR, as I’m sure you know, recently made a major, successful film 
of Lem’s novel SOLARIS, which has even shown here), has written a very long 
theoretical article published all over the world... The key portion of the text 
translates into English as: “...remarks Stanislaw Lem, who considers Dick (i.e. 
Philip K. Dick, myself) the most significant living American science fiction 
author.” 

The entire article by Lem was originally published in German, in a journal in 
Austria, but now is available in English and god knows how many other lan- 
guages. Certainly, if it has been widely distributed outside the Soviet Empire, it is 
well-known there, since Lem is not only the author of at least eleven novels, has 
addressed Russian scientific bodies, but has written philosophical books and arti- 
cles—which is to say, at least in my rather expert view, since my own field is sci- 
ence fiction, as of over twenty publishing years, that Lem does or did, unless 
recently purged, formulate or anyhow put his name on Party-line dogma for world- 
wide Believers. 

For almost three years I have been writing to Lem for this reason: neutral 
sources (in Australia and Canada, etc.) told me that Lem wished to have his Cra- 
kow publishers publish my recent Doubleday novel UBIK, and that | would have 
to come to Poland to obtain the royalties. | negotiated in letter after letter with 
Lem, and at last my own business agent in New York, Scott Meredith Literary 
Agency, was able to provide me with prime source documentation that my zloties 
or whatever they’re called could be transferred to the West; hence I would not 
have to make the “all-expense-paid vacation” trip to Warsaw, at Lem’s insistence, 
where Lem proposed to me that he would in addition to my Polish royalties “help 
me out of his own pocket” and “have me address the Polish Writers’ Union” or 
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whatever it’s called. When I realized that Lem had been lying to me | told him so 
in a letter and he abruptly ceased writing; he has never resumed. However, as far 
as the “Third World” and U.S. and U.K. public goes, this somewhat well-publi- 
cized trip is still on. Lem knows better, I guess; anyhow it’s now in my business 
agent’s hands, and not in mine. I do not intend to go behind the Iron Curtain, 
even to collect a fair amount of royalties, unless I can (one) be sure of getting 
back to the U.S. and (two) bringing the money with me. 

This long discourse brings me to what may be of use to you—I hope. The 
very recent letter from Estonia (a month or so ago) indicates that although Lem 
and I can’t correspond (his authorities may have cracked down on him), there is 
little doubt that my work is known behind the Iron Curtain; for example, Ogonek 
printed a story of mine, five pages out of its thirty-two total, with pictures and 
short bio. In addition, an East German “editor” wrote me in 1969 or so requesting 
permission to print all my novels, without pay to me; “but you will be eternally 
famous,” he added, and also added, “of course we must remove the trashy (sic) 
portions of your work before printing.” | never answered him, but he —they—may 
have gone ahead, as witness the mention of “millions of fans” in the recent Eston- 
ian letter, in which he specifies two books of mine which really do exist ...and 
here is what might interest you: one of them, A MAZE OF DEATH, despite the 
sensational title, deals with the Trinity and is a religious novel set in the “future 
where God really exists” as the blurb says. And the foreword to it says, in part: 


“The theology in this novel is not an analog of any known reli- 
gion. It stems from an attempt made by William Sarill and myself to 
develop an abstract, logical system of religious thought, based on the 
arbitrary postulate that God exists. I should say, too, that the late 
Bishop James A. Pike, in discussions with me, brought forth a wealth 
of theological material for my inspection, none of which I was pre- 
viously acquainted with. 

... “Tekel upharsin’ is Aramaic for, ‘He has weighed and now 
they divide.’ Aramaic was the tongue that Christ spoke. There 
should be more like him.” (Doubleday & Co., Inc, 1970, and also 
printed in the U.K. by Victor Gollancz Books, Inc. As well as trans- 
lated into other languages, etc.) 


The novel represents the members of the Trinity under science fiction 
names, but anyone, using this foreword, could identify them. 

Now, you can readily see that the Estonian letter, which bore what appeared 
to be authentic Soviet stamps and other markings, and came registered, indicates 
that at least this religious book (I am quite theologically inclined, as all critics of 
my works who are not extreme left-wing irrationally inclined recognize, and theo- 
logical matter, under science fiction neologisms appear in most if not all of my 
writing, which is to say over 33 novels and 125 stories, including a current Double- 


day hardcover novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, which is 
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selling extraordinarily well, except to the French publishers, is over there behind 
the Iron Curtain being read and circulated, at least in its English edition ...and 
there is always the possibility that it, plus other novels of mine, perhaps several or 
many others, have been ripped off and translated without payment to me or my 
even being told. (State and our own business organization, the Science Fiction 
Writers of America, are said to be on the verge of sending a “killershark” negotia- 
tor, the renown Fred Pohl, over to Russia to obtain for us the monies due us under 
the Pan American Copyright Convention, which I understand, for their own best 
interests, they recently signed. (Up to now they merely created paper listings in 
Moscow banks, to which we had neither access nor knowledge of.) Our problem, 
in this regard, is to determine which of our writings, if any, have been pirated 
there, and in my case there is good reason to suppose that it is considerable; for 
example, on a purely up-front basis, my business agent has obtained payments 
from Hungary and the USSR and Poland—but only for short stories which are 
part of collections. The amounts are standard in relation to what our own publish- 
ers pay, but they are what we call “one time reprint use,” a single amount agreed 
on, without further amounts gathering if sales are large. With novels, it is quite 
otherwise. In the case of my story in Ogonek I received, with great difficulty, a very 
small sum, about $250, whereas | was told, even by pro-Soviet experts, that 
Ogonek would have paid one of their own nationals in the thousands of dollars or 
the equal thereof. (By the way, Ogonek sent me a personal letter asking me to sub- 
mit to them directly, and that my story “was much apperciated (sic) by our read- 
ers.” I declined, of course, not wanting to get involved in writing for their tyranny 
and its cruel authorities and bureaus. However, what occurs to me now is that all 
this (including other overtures from the Soviet Bloc, such as a note from a Castro 
revolutionary press in South America who printed in Spanish my anti-Fascist 
novel, MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, to “send him, the editor, my current 
address, which he ‘had mislaid,’ ” which I also ignored), plus a rather bizarre 
recent event wherein a TV crew from Paris TV came and did a two-day interview- 
ing and filming of me—and then all at once | heard from the producer in charge 
from East Germany, not from France, that “the film is almost done and very good, 
and did you receive your money yet? and | will see you again soon very shortly, 
love, Elizabeth,” with no return address nor full signature—all this adds up, to me, 
to the fact that there is a distinct possibility that 1 might be known—my writings, 
I mean—behind the Iron Curtain, and enough respected by “Third World” intel- 
lectuals, especially in France where | am discussed on Paris TV interview 
doubledome talk shows and, I am told, PHD theses are written on my work, and 
that on Paris TV an individual in all seriousness suggested I be given the Nobel 
Prize, where interviews with me appear in magazines by editors who have flown 
here and talked to me, stayed days with me, come to know me, including Michel 
Demuth, in charge of the publishing firm of Editions Opta which won the interna- 
tional award in 1972 for the finest printing of science fiction books in the world 
and which has stated the desire to print all of my novels—and damn near has— 
well, I am saying this: I do not wish to serve the interest of either the Soviet Bloc 
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nor those “Third World” intellectuals (e.g. those in Germany, Denmark, France, 
Austria, Australia, Italy, the U.K., France in particular from which much of my roy- 
alties has been derived over the past years)—I wish to serve my own country 
because (one) it is my country; (two) I have a wife and small baby, and Stanislaw 
Lem did not suggest financing their trip to Poland, only mine, which is odd; 
(three) I was financed to go to Canada in 1972 to lecture at the University of Brit- 
ish Columbia and while there be a guest at the Faculty Club, as was the Queen, 
and to speak also as Guest of Honor at the Second Annual Vancouver S-F Con- 
vention—in short, my international reputation is greater than it is here in the 
U.S.; as a colleague remarked, “Why don’t you emigrate to France and then to 
Poland? You have many friends there.” Note the plural, which he meant in regard 
to Poland as well as France, since we discussed it. 

So I say, what can | do for the United States in terms of my writing, which 
obviously does reach not only the “Third World,” but also behind the Iron Cur- 
tain? | am an Episcopal and deep into it, but I do write in a literary form which 
the theoreticians of the Soviet Bloc (e.g. Lem) consider the fiction form of the 
future. | do not want to be paid; let me say this. | honestly believe that Lem, and 
possibly (but this is only speculation) that others favorable to my work, such as 
some of the editors and critics in France, did have in mind as their prime objective 
getting me behind the Iron Curtain, whereupon I might “see the light” and decide 
to stay. This would offset certain adverse publicity which their sadistic terrorism 
toward such intellectuals of their own as Solzhenitsyn may have brought to the 
uncommitted world’s attention (it certainly did to me, for one). | write, let me has- 
ten to say, not only stories and novels but articles and theoretical, polemical, ana- 
lytical, critical, sociological pieces, too, which have been printed in many 
countries, without payment to me; and some, | know for certain, such as my Van- 
couver speech, did indeed get behind the Iron Curtain. | would be happy to do 
what | could along these lines, or along other lines I’m not aware of. 1 have been a 
selling science fiction writer for over twenty years, and am highly respected. I urge 
you, if you wish to check me out, to refer to Brian Aldiss’ new book which is a 
study of science fiction called THE BILLION YEAR SPREE (Doubleday, 1973), 
and examine his citations in his index. He is British and | have never met him. 
Although I have three novels at least coming out in the U.K. this year so far 
already, Aldiss is an impartial and informed critic; he can and does appraise all of 
us in our field accurately. 

Finally, let me say that I have friends in foreign countries: editors and writers, 
even people in radio. | have been on the radio, and am said to speak well; I can 
appeal to the New Left readily, the Counter Culture, speak their rap, level with 
them and get them to flash on what I’m trying to lay on them. I grew up in Berke- 
ley. | have a reputation (see the interview with me in issue #6 of Vertex magazine; 
the photos taken show me as outta sight hip and with it), soon the London Daily 
Telegraph will do a Saturday color-section spread on me and my wife Tessa, with 
photographs, reaching, Mr. Philip Purser the interviewer said, over two million 
people ...1 say this not just to get on an ego trip but to say: can | be of use to you, 
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speaking orally on the air, writing pieces, going abroad—I was once visited, by a 
Guest of the State Department, by the head of Cultural Affairs of Swedish TV- 
Radio, Géran Bengtson, who is now a personal friend ... he has written critical 
articles on me describing me as a major figure in the literature of black humor. So 
I might be able to offer you some help, and I would like to—because | believe that 
what happened to Solzhenitsyn must not ever happen again there or anywhere; 
intellectuals must be free to be what they intrinsically are: bright and perceptive 
persons who call the shots as they see them, fearlessly, and by doing so, assist oth- 
ers who would be ground down by giant machinery and power-structures into 
silence and slavery. 

May | hope to hear from you? And thank you for your time and attention to 
this extremely long letter, the length of which is far above what | usually get into. 
But to me this war is the war above all wars: freedom against slavery. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. I might even add that John Lennon of the Beatles has been considering mak- 
ing a movie out of one of my books; | was deep into the dope subculture, knew 
Doctor Tim Leary a little, know Paul Williams the rock critic who founded the 
rock magazine Crawdaddy (and am or was considered by Paul to be “one of the 
most important people of this century and this civilization” and other nonsense), 
and later on worked in a heroin rehabilitation center in Canada, and am writing a 
novel about it right now, already purchased by Doubleday, showing what dope 
does; so I have a cross-over to the underground, the San Francisco dirty comics 
people who sort of consider me a spiritual leader, and to the commune hip types. 
So I can reach many, many types of people, including college students, to whom | 
often lecture. Both against drugs and on science fiction. 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] April 14, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


On impulse, because | am still so curious about the letter which I received 
from the individual in Soviet-occupied Estonia, the letter which I passed on to 
you a while ago, I decided to let go what we here in the U.S. call a “trial balloon,” 
which is to say, it came to me that the nearest major USSR city to Estonia (dis- 
counting Estonia’s own port of Tallin, for example) is Leningrad, at which much 
scientific and quasi-scientific research have gone on for years. So I got hold of the 
names of two Soviet “scientists,” Madame Lutsia Pavlova, who was around the 
year 1967 electrophysiologist at the Physiology of Labor Laboratory at the Univer- 
sity of Leningrad, and her KGB colleague, A.A. Uktomskii Laboratory’s Dr. 
Genady Sergeyev (these Slavic names and titles throw me completely), and, since 
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they were or are geographically closest to Estonia, as 1 compute it, and were or are 
involved in research which I as an American science fiction writer might legiti- 
mately write questions about, I have done so. This is of course a pretext on my 
part to establish on my own initiative, with persons not selecting me as their tar- 
get but me selecting them, virtually at random (for all I know, they both are in 
slave labor camps by now, but I addressed my letter to “any co-workers in their 
field,” etc., to insure a response). In this rather obtuse fashion I hope to get some- 
one there to rise to my bait. 

I see no harm in this, because these names | got from a paperback bestseller 
on sale at Grant’s Department store, yesterday, and so available to anyone. They 
probably will not answer. If they do, their answer will probably not deal with the 
Estonian letter, although, as you will see from the enclosed carbon of my letter to 
those Soviet “scientists” engaged in long-distance transmission of “telepathic com- 
munication,” which I personally consider absurd and a crank preoccupation and 
without merit (our field here in the U.S. has debated ESP and so-called “psi” or 
parapsychological powers for years, and I am with the party which feels it to be a 
hoax on a par with flying saucers and little green men). Nonetheless, according to 
several books and many persons I’ve been forced to listen to, the Soviets are tak- 
ing all this seriously, and so! phrased my enclosed letter accordingly. If 1 get any 
response that seems to be of any value to you | will pass it on; | doubt if I will, but 
it is possible. In any case, | have an odd hunch that the Estonian letter is some- 
how tied to Leningrad, and if not to the persons to whom I wrote, then they may 
know who, and what is going on, and forward my letter accordingly. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


Enc: Carbon of letter from PKD to Leningrad. [The letter itself is not in Dick’s 
files, presumably because he mailed off the carbon. ] 


[TO LOWELL WEICKER] April 14, 1974 


Dear Senator: 


There will be in this letter, I’m afraid, many typos, despite the fact that | am a 
professional novelist and story and script writer; the reason is that I am dreadfully 
upset, and know no one else to write to but you that might be able to act upon, 
rather than react to in indignation, what I am placing before you. I am including a 
number of newspaper clippings (all from the L.A. Times, since I live in Orange 
County), and these newspaper items no doubt are old hat to you, and to which 
you and others of your fine moral stature both inside and outside government 
have expressed anger long ago. The items, by the way, deal with outrages against 
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dissident intellectuals (there really is no other kind worthy of the name “intellec- 
tual”) both here and in the USSR. 

But, along with these well-publicized items, | am including something mote: 
something published abroad (first in Australia and in this printing in England) by 
myself, which explains itself and which explains my personal fear and indigna- 
tion—and my fear for the nation, not to mention my fear for men of courage in 
the USSR as well ...since a similar pattern seems to me clear. The article by me 
was titled by the editor of the U.K. journal Vector “Letters From Amerika,” and 
consists of two letters which he joined because they form together a meaningful 
totality. I guarantee, Senator, that what I relate is not only true but only part of 
the dreadful story of terror, and much is a matter of public record. 

I am not asking you to undertake the expensive and difficult task of finding 
out which particular terrorist organization in November of 1971 and then again, 
possibly, in February or March of 1972 hit my house, blew open my files, etc.; | 
only want to call this to your attention because you are an honorable man and a 
public official and also very angry and worried by what has gone on in this coun- 
try, especially during those years. What I wish to direct specifically to your atten- 
tion is that several years ago | signed the Ramparts Tax Protest Declaration, with 
about 500 other persons, none of whom | knew personally; we protested the ten 
percent surcharge for the war, and we said, “some of us will not pay our taxes for 
this reason.” After that, for unrelated reasons, which | have told the IRS about 
when I filed this year, I in fact was unable to file; this year, for the tax year 1973, 
was the first time in several years that I was able to file. 

A possible concern politically here, however, is that the U.S. Government, or 
some quasi-legal paramilitary branch, misconstrued my failure to file as a political 
protest, and that this was responsible for the dreadful attack on my house, files 
and papers, none of which survived; all that I owned then, except for a few books 
and phonograph records, etc., were stolen (see enclosed article from Vector). In 
any case, for whatever cause, if the terrorist attack on my house there in Marin 
County just outside of San Rafael, during the Angela Davis matter, was instigated 
by the authorities, or just the fact, as mentioned, that after the hit the local police 
did little if anything, that they will not even now answer letters from me as to was 
anyone arrested and were any of my documents, necessary for income tax filing 
recovered—well, this would be collusion at the least, as in the film “Z,” which | 
only recently saw. It was as if the legal authorities stepped aside and let it happen. 
Please read the Vector article, Senator; it is short, and certainly you can ignore the 
press clippings; I sent them only in case they might be of use to you generally. But 
it may be, as one person in the tax protest said, that our civil rights have been vio- 
lated; I do feel mine were, especially when the police sergeant said to me, “You 
better leave Marin County for good or you'll be shot in the back some night. Or 
worse. You have enemies.” And he added, as had others in the Marin County’s 
Sheriff’s Office there, that (before the hit on my house, which I felt was coming 
and for which I asked for help) I would “have to defend myself; they couldn’t help 
me.” And the single remark, by the police sergeant, quoted in the Vector article, 
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made in the presence of other uniformed officers, that “Marin County did not 
need a crusader,” does tend to make one feel that something more than the usual 
crime and victim situation is involved. The victim—-me—was told to leave or be 
shot to death, and the police would or could not help. I have since written to 
them again and again, and no answer of any sort has come, although I know 
through private sources that an arrest was made and the “case cracked.” | even 
know the name of the man arrested ( , a Panther). And many of the 
stolen possessions were found, that night of the robbery, when a police car from 
another city stopped a car—and let it go. “We know where your things are,” 
Inspector of the Marin County Sheriff’s Office told me later; he was 
put in charge of the case. “But rules of evidence prevent us from getting it. But we 
are watching that house.” That was in 1971. They have watched one hell of a 
long time, and know where to contact me, were they to recover any of my posses- 
sions. But no response from them, to direct inquiries. 

Anyhow, Senator, I would speculate—and this is of course speculation—that 
my anti-war stance, my writings against it (1 have sold 34 or so novels, in print all 
over the world, including behind the Iron Curtain, and by the USIA, and I lecture 
on the radio, etc. and am considered a “giant” in my field (according to 
Doubleday’s blurb writer, anyhow)—I do think my left wing expressions and con- 
victions and activities (all of which were legal, inasmuch as for example the tax fil- 
ing I could not comply, whatever they might have thought, certainly not after 
November 1971 when every cancelled check of mine was stolen); I have, for 
instance, a new Doubleday novel out now, called, FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID, and is selling better than any book | ever had out before, 
both here and in terms of foreign sales. Also, a very large number of foreign intel- 
lectuals and critics and publishers and editors (including Stanislaw Lem in Poland, 
the most popular science fiction writer behind the Iron Curtain, with three mil- 
lion readers, and who has written in a party-line theoretical analysis that | am the 
sole “significant American science fiction writer alive“), especially in France 
where I am told I have 23 books in print, seven alone this year out new, and on 
Paris TV in a discussion it was suggested—seriously—that I be given the Nobel 
Prize for my work, and PHD theses are done there, I am told, on my writing, and 
so forth and so forth—what I am saying is this: there could develop a certain paral- 
lel between the treatment given me here by the U.S. authorities and that given to 
Solzhenitsyn in the Soviet Bloc, along many, many similar lines, unless we are, 
here, all very cautious and careful. I do not want this parallel to develop. Who bene- 
fits, except that the USSR might be able to offset the adverse publicity re 
Solzhenitsyn, which did them a lot of damage with the international “Third 
World” community, as well as here; the VOA, for instance, is making hay out of it, 
and | can’t blame them; it is tailormade, when a country treats one of its citizens, 
intellectual, famous or not, this way. Fortunately for Solzhenitsyn, he had an inter- 
national following; otherwise he would be sorting salt grains according to size, or, 
as with some who lost out, cultivating roses at a remote hydroelectric station in 


the boondocks. 
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] am calling your attention, Senator, to what you far too well know about 
already. All | am adding is my own name, and my own history of being terrorized, 
to the general pattern against the Left (after the terrorist attack on my house in 
Marin County I actually abandoned my house and flew to Canada and tried to 
become a citizen there. But homesickness brought me back here. I love this coun- 
try; not its executive branch leaders nor their secret police nor their fatcat ripoffs 
of us, but this is my country and no one—I hope—can force me to leave it. | 
fought to stay in Marin County, too. But there, alas, I lost). 

So what am | asking you to do for me? Nothing. I doubt if you could anyhow 
because the assaults on me are by and large in the past anyhow (I have been 
assured by an official of the Orange County Government that they, including their 
police, do not allow nor condone such terrorist attacks, and | am now well-pro- 
tected). But all I own | built up in the last eighteen months; twenty-five years of 
building up possessions was brought to nothing but rubble on the floor of a broken 
house. Please, however, Senator, take note of what a dissident intellectual, which 
is what I am, gets here—we know what a Solzhenitsyn gets in the USSR, and my 
access to the international journals has made it possible for me to tell the world, 
but not the U.S. what was done to me. What | need is a witness .. .in case the ter- 
ror for me, for any of us, resumes. 

Thank you, and God bless you for all you’ve done for us all. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO DONALD J. PFEIL, editor, Vertex Magazine] April 14, 1974 
Dear Don: 


Poul Anderson’s rebuttal to Joanna Russ in your latest issue has had an odd 
effect on me, considering that Joanna, in the English journal Vector, for example, 
said dreadful things about me and my writing (e.g. my Vancouver speech) which 
were Calculated to strike at my very deepest human and masculine pride (for 
example, she shrilled at me in print: “...the obligatory nervous/macho assurance 
that he isn’t queer, by God!” etc.). | quote this, which was so to speak below the 
belt as a criticism of my writing, merely to place before you the obvious: that ] 
have no reason to speak in favor of Ms. Russ, at least from a nervous/macho stand- 
point; Ms. Russ has in the most polemical manner, familiar now to most of us, hit 
where it hurts, far off target, to make her point, even at the cost of strewing the 
landscape with the wounded and puzzled corpses of otherwise reputable SF writers 
unaccustomed to such unfair attacks (for example, she identified my long, com- 
plex and very heavy, even religious Vancouver speech, which as I said in my inter- 
view in Vertex #6 to be the ‘most important thing I’d ever written’ as my ‘rape 
article’). These are the tactics of bitter fanatics, and I can understand Poul Ander- 
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son, as well as others in his field, rousing themselves from their slumbers, to hit 
back. 

And yet—I think, after reading what Poul said in his article in Vertex in 
response to Joanna (and Poul has been a personal and dear friend of mine since 
1952, longer than virtually anyone else | know—longer than wives or children or 
even my agent)—in his response, which is superb, and because it is superb and proba- 
bly could not be bettered, I suddenly realize that beneath the anger and polemics 
and unfair tactics, which remind me of my old Left Wing girl friends when they were 
mad at me for whatever reason—under all her manner of expressing her views, 
Joanna Russ is right. And Poul and | and the rest of us are wrong. Offhand I see this 
as an opening reason to abruptly reconsider our unquestioned and even smug atti- 
tude: science fiction is notorious for failing to deal with human relationships; as 
Stanislaw Lem offered in an article, which I mentioned in my speech, a time might 
come when a man (I suppose—I hope anyhow—deep in space and alone in a ship) 
might try to rape a sewing machine. I found this idea funny, and my amusement 
maddened Joanna. Now | think she was right, although at the time my own defen- 
siveness, matching hers, prevented me from seeing why and how she was right. Sci- 
ence fiction must get its ass off these cold and even psychotic preoccupations about 
“men raping sewing machines,” because this is not just a silly idea, unworthy of our 
reading about it seriously or Lem or anyone else seriously writing about it; it is not 
just another lousy plot-idea, as I had thought when I read it in his article in S.E Com- 
mentary and spaced out laughing, but because it embodies the basic flaw, the dread- 
ful vacuum in science fiction. My God, have we come to that? In our history of 
writing? Yes, we have, and because we are alienated, not from the sky (we write and 
gabble on and on about the stars and planets, orbits and ships and thrusts and com- 
munications systems, all that cold and dead stuff) but alienated from the earth, the 
chthonic soil from which life, our life, sprang long ago. And that life, let us face it, is 
Woman. In our stories, we as writers are almost universally (except perhaps for Ted 
Sturgeon) simply incapable of (one) imagining the need of dealing with man-woman 
relationships as prime factors in our novels and yarns, and (two) if someone outside 
the field points this out to us, well, we are without the skill, the insight, the experience 
with life itself, to put women in. And, to compound it, the nitwit readers, the fans, 
fail to see anything missing if the hero is alone with others like himself: a pure revolv- 
ing mind in a body that needs only to excrete and then reprocess for his own con- 
sumption what we usually are glad to void. 

So Joanna is right—in what she believes, not how she puts it forth. Lady mili- 
tants are always like Joanna, hitting you with their umbrella, smashing your bottle 
of whiskey—they are angry because if they are not, WE WILL NOT LISTEN. We 
are too sure of ourselves, as witness Poul’s article-in-response. His article was 
lovely. Literate and reasonable and moderate and respectable, and worthy in all 
respects except that it was meaningless, by virtue of the fact that it was just so 
much space gas. It was like telling the blacks that they only “imagined” that some- 
how things in this world were different for them, that they only somehow “imag- 
ined” that their needs, the articulation in our writing, were being ignored. It is a 
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conspiracy of silence, and Joanna, despite the fact that she seemed to feel the 
need of attacking us on a personal level, shattered that silence, for the good of us 
all. I have long said, science fiction may touch the sky but it fails to touch the 
ground. If by ground we substitute the time-sanctioned symbol and reality woman, 
then maybe science fiction will begin to turn out stories related to reality—not 
power fantasies where you sit at the command module and press buttons and 
watch screens and talk rational educated talk, [but] hug and kiss and love and 
hold and (are you ready?) make sexual love. And, above all, respect, as your 
equal, the lady you love. She deserves it; she is entitled to it, in our field, in all 
fields. Joanna, I resent being told I’m worried about being queer, especially in print 
(not “queer in print” but “being told in print”), but if your attack serves to make 
us aware of you and your previously considered second class group as our equals, 
our peers, our friends— then I'll take it. Like a man. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


[Published as “An Open Letter to Joanna Russ”, Vertex, Oct. 1974] 


[TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] Apmil 14, 1974 


Dear Ursula, 


See how prompt I am? You'll recall the author of the enclosed piece, Angus 
Taylor; he wrote a very fine article on the two of us, which in many ways I liked 
better and so told him. Anyhow, here is CAN GOD FLY? etc. It’s recent. But 
then, so is God. 

In the hospital I experienced—not a religious conversion, since I already had 
that and wanted more—(for example for my ribbon to ink properly) but anyhow | 
saw one R.C. Priest as I told you on the phone and two of my own faith, which I 
can’t spell. The second priest to see me, the first of the Episcopal faith, after hear- 
ing my confession, when asked by me for his card so I could confess later again, 
pulled out his wallet, and there, attached to it, was a badge. A metal badge. “Um,” 
he muttered, “one does have to earn a living.” I should have said, “Read First 
Cor.,” but I did not; | merely waited for the second Episcopal priest who came the 
next day and told me, among other things that the first one was barely known to 
him and not a priest at all, and not to go to him but to a Chicano church in Pla- 
centia. What this all means I do not know, thank God; as Lovecraft once 
remarked, “One of our greatest mercies (sp) is that we can never correlate all the 
contents of our mind.” This is a good example. I have no theory, but in any case 
all I did was rap on and on about how the Holy Spirit (die heilige Geist) had 
recently taken me over (true, would | lie to you, Ursula?) and had bidden me turn 
against the Communist beast Fascists who would enslave the world, exactly like 
our own Roman rulers. Let’s see him put that together. To me, on the basis of my 
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recent religious experience, I feel (in all honesty) that we are in Rome again, with 
the early Christians persecuted and fighting for freedom. When my conversion 
began I shouted, not “God!” but “Freiheit! Gott und Mutter und Kind und, nicht 
Land odor Volk, sondern Freiheit!” It made no sense to me at the time as a straight 
down the pipe conversion, ala William James, but now it does. And I think (am I 
right?) FLOW MY TEARS conveys this message without my consciously having 
arrived at it. 

Also by the way, my psychotherapist had seen me the day before I saw my 
G.P and got a pressure reading... just by chance, since we were taking little Chris 
in. My therapist had said, in her “I know it all and you better believe it” voice, 
“Phil, YOU ARE CURED NOW. NOTHING IS WRONG WITH YOU. GO 
HOME AND WORK. WORK IS GOOD THERAPY.” The G.P, poor ignorant 
soul accustomed only to saving bodies, not minds, told me that | needed rest, and 
put me in the hospital not just for tests but so I’d get bed rest. However, | fixed 
that; | began buying gifts for the little spastic girls who couldn't walk to the gift 
shop and hence had nothing in their rooms but a pot to pee in, literally. ] could 
tell you sad stories about that place, excellent hospital that it is, but I will not. 
Instead, I will tell you that it was one of the finest moments in my life to be there 
(just five days in all, really), and gave me new insights about my own soul, which | 
now know | have (I hope you do, too, but different strokes, etc.; I’m not out to 
save the world, only my own self; God will see to the rest, as He did for me). (Boy, 
I do write weird now, in addition to talking so.) 

I] came out of the hospital crying bitterly because | might not see my new 
friends again. | had felt the same way when | left X-Kalay, the heroin rehab center 
in Canada where I went to save my skin there. I admit to a certain love of those 
who devote their time to keeping others, total strangers, from croaking. (My thera- 
pist, who pronounced me “perfectly cured” the day before my G.P discovered my 
268 over 152, probably could explain it; hell, she would. “You like people,” she 
once opined. “That’s your problem.” To which | said, drawing on the old Army 
gag, “Well, I like you, honey.” But I digress.) 

Life is one vast digression. We are preoccupied from our real work. This is a 
false statement, fit for men’s room walls; there is no way we can be deflected from 
our real work. OUR REAL WORK IS TO BE, which is an Indo-European linguis- 
tic screwup, which, when translated into something meaningful, means, “Do it, 
notice what you do and what effect it has on others; remember; look back; see 
later on how when you thought you were idle—like during a long writer’s block— 
you were, as Christ put it, the seed dropped into the ground, which must lie there 
so that it can burst into new life. But that ‘new life’ is only visible later on, by defi- 
nition, right? Who, in examining a grain of wheat, could infer intrinsically from it 
what it will be? And they say now (whoever ‘they’ are) that even a grain of sand 
contains the coding from which the whole universe, if it blew up, could be recon- 
structed, and maybe better.” (Which is the plot of my next book after the SCAN- 
NER one I described to you on the phone: a girl, crossing a national frontier, is 
detained by suspicious police; she is “pregnant,” but what she contains in her 
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womb is not organic but is in fact the “electronic, technological” seed of the 
entire future world, which, without her knowing it, is to be blown apart; she is a 
simple girl, my Kathy again, who genuinely imagines herself to be pregnant, and, 
being Catholic, must bear the “child.” And that “child”—can you imagine it? Not 
the universe, with stars and planets, but the new and better society, of Freedom, 
which the enslavers have tried, and thought to have successfully wiped out, to 
obliterate. And there it is, in microsize, in her womb, as she placidly waits to be 
allowed to leave the “U.S.,” it could be any “Rome,” to enter a small nation. On, 
as she thinks of it, a Party-time trip. 

Well, enough. I loved talking to you, although I talked too much and listened 
too little; during my conversion | fell silent for the first time ...and heard the little 
voices, the small weak fields around me, such as my cat asking for different food 
and medical help, to save his life; | heard the talk of the small creatures, and they 
had always been talking, but my gross thermal field had blotted their little pleas 
out. Love to you, my colleague and friend, and trust in tomorrow. 


Mit Herz voll Liebe, 
Phil K. Dick 


[TO PHILIP JOSE FARMER] April 15, 1974 


Philip K. Dick 
1405 Cameo Lane #4 
Fullerton 
Calif. 92631 
Japanese-Occupied USA 
Dear Phil, 


(I feel like I’m writing to myself, the name being the same. May | call you 
José or something instead, so when | reread my carbons years later ] won’t decide 
I’ve gone over the bend ’way back and didn’t know)—anyhow, after the wonderful 
conversation with you | began at once on the Hawthorne Abendsen story, and 
(you won't believe this, but maybe you will, because when | am hot I am very hot 
and when | am cold I am so fucking cold I'd freeze iron). In this case the excite- 
ment of it all jacked me up into a vast thermal field (never mind my blood pres- 
sure; as my psychotherapist said shortly before my GP ordered me into the 
hospital, “Work is great therapy.”). 

Anyhow, I’ve begun on the story we discussed. | will not refer specifically to 
what you said, but I've decided that it will have as its author Hawthorne 
Abendsen, the novelist in my novel MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE who wrote 
THE GRASSHOPPER LIES HEAVY. I wrote & wrote ...after all, I wrote my 4th 
novel EYE IN THE SKyY in two weeks, so this merely shows I’m in love with what 
I’m doing. The title of Abendsen’s yarn is, “A Man For No Countries,” because he 
is unwanted in the USA where the Asshole Axis rule, and certainly not in Europe 
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where Germany rules from...I did bio notes, the uncorrected carbons of which 
I’m enclosing; they were improved in a second draft, and can/will be cut as 
needed. And, as to the story, I finished the holographic first draft last night about 
the time our tomcat Pinky wants indoors to be fed, which is quite late, and at 
which time nothing, even Pinky, gets me out of bed. It is a short story, but | think 
a lot of it, Phil, I really do, and when | turn out a lousy one | usually know it and 
the other way around. 

I'll send you a carbon of the final, not of the rough, since the rough is in 
holo. Now, a technical problem. To whom do I send the yarn when I’m done? By 
contract, it must be to Scott Meredith; that is determined by law. But my own 
name must be on it, on the far left upper corner, not under the title, so he can see 
who sent it, and hence pay me. That is, receive pay. Who does pay, by the way? Ed 
Ferman or whoever buys it (if anyone)? Does it just go onto the market like all sto- 
ries, OR—and this is crucial, maybe—should I mention to Scott Meredith that 
you should be involved ... without mentioning certain details held in confidence 
between us? How do | handle it? | will sell it, in any case; 1 wrote MAN IN THE 
HIGH CASTLE in 1961 and ever since “they” have begged (well, asked me) to do 
more as a sequel. This story is in fact a follow-up, of Abendsen’s life since, besides 
being an intrinsic plot-idea-theme story. So it'll sell, and Ed Ferman does like my 
stuff; he has commissioned a set of three stories from me, the last three I have 
done, including one for FINAL STAGE or EDGE or whatever, with Malzberg, and 
so would tend to want to buy it. So advise me, as I type up the final. And thanks 
for getting my literary ass in gear; God bless, Phil. [The story was never completed or 


published. ] 


Love 


Phil Dick 


Sie eR SS RN Be eee reread aio wae citpedred erate Raa Se UE Adee deeciey haere Meee Meee sia A SAO VES Ee Yee EE See Se si ee 


(TO SHERRY GOTTLIEB] April 15, 1974 
Dear Shern, 


I just got out of the hospital, for tests to see why my hypertension was 268 
over 154. No physical causes were found, but the costs used up most of the money 
[ had saved for income tax time, so as I lay there my blood pressure rose, rather 
than fell. So he let me out, before knowing the final test results. Anyhow, it’s 
down a little (as you would know, from having been to bed with me, joke, he-heh, 
but forgive a sinking—I mean, dying man). Yes, Sherry, death is a downer, no pun 
intended; as soon as he read my pressure he zxumk me into the hospital. If ] had 
already mailed in my income tax money, which I was going to do two days later, 
I'd have had to go to Orange County Medical Center where they perform vivisec- 
tion on you, no shit, and you can quote me. I’m lucky because of Tessa taking her 
sweet time correcting my faulty adding. 
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Anyhow, in 1973 I earned more than in any year before ($19,000 gross) and 
when tax time came a routine test showed I was about to croak. The irony was 
not lost on me. And the day before that pressure test, my psychotherapist had dis- 
charged me as being “totally cured.” Well, what good is it if your head is alive but 
your body is dead? I want to have a long talk with her, but she shows a strange 
reluctance to come to the phone. 

I lost your other invoice, but am sending eleven dollars by check, which | 
hope will cover both books you mailed me, and thanks. Did you read what Aldiss 
said in SPREE about me (who cares about the others?) and are you freaks coming 
down on Saturday to the University to meet, as Dr. McNelly put it, “Arthur”? | 
said, “Arthur Conan Doyle?” in excitement, but it’s only Mr. Clarke. Anyhow, I 
can (what the fuck ails my ribbon now? Goddam it. The slow foxy chick lost 
ground as she made for the bed, etc., that’s a typing exercise. Fuck! Fuck! Ah, 
now it’s inking, and so to prose, as Pepys would say.) My GP says to rest (I’m 
sedated heavily, but who isn’t?) but I'll be there at 3:30 to meet myself—i.e., meet 
the authors—but you can’t get in because | told them you smell funny, especially 
after you eat Italian food. I do hope, seriously, to see you, esp. if your shirt front is 
undone. | have this thing (no pun intended, and shut up, you f-r) about boobs. So 
bring yours. Anyhow, God be with you and so forth. 

Currently I’m writing a story—well, Hawthorn Abendsen, the novelist in 
MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, who wrote GRASSHOPPER LIES HEAVY, is 
writing a story called, “A Man For No Countries,” which brings him out of years 
of silence—silence due to fear of reprisal from the Fascist pig fuzz, as you may 
recall in my novel (Let me know as soon as Berkley (sp) sends you a copy, okay? 
Seriously. By phone! Collect! They say the cover is a doozie, which means it has 
four wheels and attracts flies, | guess). (You need a doozie whip when you buy a 
copy, I guess.) (Okay, Sherry; I’m sick; forgive a sick man who almost died trying 
to comply with the income tax laws that Sick Dick managed to beat year after 
year but now has gotten to some extent caught. Boy, if they ever find out all he’s 
done; the Guiness Book of World’s Records will have to go into twice its page 
count. Right? as Mort Sahl used to say, remember? (ah, Berkley). 

If the President can’t do it then (one) either it’s good, because absolute 
power Causes you to boast too much to your rich old buddies and install tape 
recorders to insure you'll be eternally remembered (which he will be, all right, but 
not like he hoped), or (two) no one can get away with anything any more, which 
updates Abe Lincoln’s remark: “You can’t cheat anybody any of the time no mat- 
ter who you know, because they, too, are under indictment.” 

By the way: at St. Jude Hospital the pharmacy is in the basement, down all 
the way where no one usually goes. | asked why, when filling a presc. “To have it 
near the morgue.” That's spelled wrong, but I rarely use that word anyhow, and so 
to bed, as Pepys would say. 

Sherry, if you weren’t such a lovely fox I wouldn't care jack shit for you (I lie; 
I was testing you). 

I do hope to see you again soon because, well, don’t laugh, I had a religious 


54 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


experience of deep meaning to me before J went into the hospital, which is Catho- 
lic and which I chose for medical purposes (Christopher was born there), and 
while there, Father Smith (odd name, but you know how they are) talked to me at 
length about it and one of the things he said after hearing about my experience 
was, “Please do not convert to our faith.” | wonder what he meant. (I really know, 
but it was during a confession, so I better shut up. Anyhow, he blessed me and 
then we talked about baseball.) 

] hope I remember to inclose the $11 check because Tessa is out in the car— 
she has her license now—and has the book with her, but isn’t it the intent, like 
the correct spelling, that counts? (Tell that to your creditors.) TEARS, by the way, 
is selling very well, but due to my really grave illness, | must postpone on SCAN- 
NER indefinitely. You may quote me. 


Love, 

[signed] Hawth 
Hawthome Abendsen 
1405 Cameo Lane #4 
Fullerton 

Pacific States of America 
Zip Code Nummer 92631 
Hoch der Fuhrer! 

[signed] i.e. Phil Dick 


(TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] April 16, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


Recently I passed on to you several letters to me, and with them information 
and speculation on my own based on knowledge of matters pertaining to my pro- 
fession: science fiction, which is a world-wide literary movement with many sorts 
of followers, some of them political in orientation. I believe that the last letter 
which I passed on was from a “far out” intellectual recently back from France (a 
key nation in this, since, as I’m told, the Eastern European countries, including 
those behind the Iron Curtain, look to France for intellectual leadership, if not 
trends in thought). This person, Peter Fitting, wrote in a rambling fashion, and 
proposed to “come down here soon from San Francisco” to see me, which | 
decided to give him the green light for. This I believe I mentioned to you, since he 
might shed some light on what they are thinking in France, regarding my works, 
which according to a number of experts, are highly thought of, and many of my 
novels (about 23) are in print there. 

Anyhow, what | have learned since is that this Peter Fitting phoned another 
science fiction writer, who is the Vice President of our business organization and a 
close friend of mine, Norman Spinrad. Norman is far more shrewd than I, and 
phoned me in alarm, since this Peter Fitting mentioned, evidently, that with him 
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he would be bringing a bunch of “wild-eyed French freak intellectuals, somehow 
involved with Marxism,” the complexity of their views, and the fanaticism 
involved, so bewildering and unnerving Mr. Spinrad, that he could see only as a 
silver lining that “at least they aren’t Nazis.” These by and large are French nation- 
als. Here to see Mr. Spinrad and me, re our writings.[See “Statement by Peter Fit- 
ting” in the front of this volume. ] 

...My reason for writing to you is that at one time recently | predicted that 
Stanislaw Lem would try to come to the U.S. Now I am told, today, that Lem is 
“coming here in May.” No details, and my source, although excellent, could be 
wrong; I checked with others who might know, and none had heard. However, it 
was pointed out that this Peter Fitting gang of French freaks will be down here in 
May. I leave it to you, since you can check with the immigration people. But if Lem 
does come to the U.S. (and if he does not come that soon he will I am positive even- 
tually come) he will either want to see me or be forced to, considering his long favor- 
able article on me, etc., cited in previous letters and still an issue. Unless, of course, 
he only shows up on the East Coast. | would like to meet him or it or whatever it is 
(our joke is that “LEM” stands for “Lunar Entry Module” and that he doesn’t exist. 
He does. I even have a picture of him, or anyhow of someone, and someone does 
write all those novels and articles and is making that huge international reputation). 

The source which told me got the information that “Lem will be coming to 
the U.S. in May” from this Peter Fitting, who both Norman and I have doubts 
about, except that Fitting evidently really has just come from France. It could be 
true. Norman’s appraisal of Lem is the same as mine: Lem is a Party Man, does 
what they say, has heavy bread there in the Soviet area, and is almost certainly in 
(current) favor. Unlike Solzhenitsyn and others, Lem will not defect; he will 
return because he does what they say, and gets well-paid for it (perhaps in money 
equal to millions of U.S. dollars, which I reported to you earlier and a fact which 
Lem has taken enormous pains to conceal from us here) ... maybe now a reason 
can be seen, the reason | have always said to be the main one, and the ominous 
one for this country: if Lem does come here—or even if he just remains the inter- 
national literary sensation, with six million readers and his film of his novel 
SOLARIS and his reputation for criticism, it is important, for their purposes, for 
him to appear a “free“ or so to speak “genuine” intellectual, which we in the U.S. 
would not buy, but which “Third World” intellectuals, such as those in France, 
might; they are often pro-left, despite what Arthur Koestler wrote years ago in his 
account DARKNESS AT NOON, which should have opened their eyes (evi- 
dently it did not). Consider my own business agent’s letter in which his agency 
feels “alarm” at the idea that I might blow the whistle on Lem. But I won’t, pub- 
licly, only through writing to you and to, for instance, the USIA, which can be 
trusted to know how to handle this... which I do not. If anyone could blow the 
whistle on Lem and reveal his true nature, | could. But it has already been pointed 
out to me that were | to go ahead and attack Lem in print, all hell would break 
loose against me—not my agent alone pointed this out, but Philip José Farmer, a 
fine science fiction writer and personal friend, in Peoria, whom | called the other 


56 THE SELECTED LETTERSOF PHILIP K. DICK 


day to ask for advice; he told me, “I attacked Lem once in an article and | know 
what they'll do to you. You would find yourself up against the most heavy boys in 
the world,” which relates back to my original phone call to the bureau, my fear of 
the KGB. 

...] suppose Norman Spinrad and I will be seeing this Fitting and his party 
in May. Fitting says that Norman just won the “Apollo” Award in France, for the 
Best S-F Novel of the Year, there, for his anti-Fascist novel, THE IRON DREAM. 


We are puzzled and not pleased. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Included is a superb source-citation article on Lem from a U.K. journal, its 
title page included for reference purposes. The article is representative of many 
appearing on Lem in this language, and widely distributed; a virtual campaign to 
acquaint us with his existence. 

Regarding Stanislaw Lem, | am reminded of Topchev, the Secretary of the 
Soviet Academy of Sciences years ago to whom I wrote regarding a scientific mat- 
ter (faster-than-light particles) which their propaganda magazine USSR had done 
an article on, and which naturally, as a science fiction writer, interested me. 
Topchev’s answer to me was in Russian, which | had told him in my letter I 
couldn't read, so I turned it over to Mr. George Smith of the Red Squad of the 
Oakland FBI for translation (I still have the original, the envelope, the transla- 
tion). Topchev talked, as would be expected, like a scientist; consider his post. But 
I learned later that in fact he was a NKVD hatchetman, responsible for purging 
the Academy there of all who did not blindly follow what the Party told them to 
say and believe—this was the dreadful period of that fake Lysenko, later exposed 
even by Soviet persons as a mere Party creature. Alas, I fear Lem is somewhat like 
one of these two, although I certainly hope he more resembles Lysenko, being 
merely a puppet made to talk by Party theoreticians, such as M. Suslov, rather 
than—God forbid—like Topchev. Were such a monster as Topchey, or his like, to 
enter our country in the guise of being a literary figure—well, their hatchetmen 
have gotten here before; I saw one once, in Berkeley, and his effect on Stalinists; 
they paled and did what he said, in terror. I am sure that S. Lem is more like 
Lysenko—it would seem more likely—but Topchev did, at least in his letter to me 
(and | believe he wrote, or his name was signed to, the article in USSR) in terms 
suggesting that he was an authentically trained professional scientist. After that 
experience, writing to a person I naively believed to be a scientist and then learn- 
ing what he truly was—I am, as you can see, quite wary of Lem. And I think we 
should all be. The question is, Does Lem in actuality write the Party-Line theoreti- 
cal articles which his name is signed to, in which case he is the so-to-speak the 
puppet master? Or does someone else do the theoretical work for him and he is 
only a signed scrawl? 

Frankly, his letters to me (both the mere two I was able to get to you plus the 
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others which my business agent won't so far let go of) do in no way resemble the 
style or contents of Lem’s novels or theoretical articles, such as the one on me. In 
Canada, where I obtained Lem’s address (covertly) I saw the same type of paper, 
the same typewriter face style and handwriting, but the letters to that person there 
were quite fluent and long. Those to me are/were always quite short (less than 
both sides of one small page), and always limited to financial bookkeeping trifles, 
as Lem himself admitted. In my own letters to him (as you can see from the three 
carbons I sent, especially the first two) I tried to open general channels of major 
theoretical communication, as would befit our réles as authors and theoreticians; 
Lem never responded to these gambits, or even admitted that my letters had con- 
tained such material. No one, reading Lem’s terse, disagreeable, unfriendly, badly- 
phrased, even illiterate notes could possibly suppose this to be the man depicted 
in such articles as the one included from Foundation #3. It is a mystery, and an 
evil one, at least to me. Evil and ugly. Thank you. 


(TO CLAUDIA Kk. BUSH] April 18, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I’m home temporarily from the hospital and not supposed to do any work, 
but this feels like fun, so 1 will write you and not type up my new story I promised 
Ed Ferman of F&SF I'd do. (I assume you received my April 4 letter, right?) 

No, the Blind Lemon was named after “Blind Lemon” Jefferson or Jackson, 
whatever, an old time moldy figge piano player, who was black so naturally they 
gave him a funny name. Also! guess it was even more funny because he was 
blind. There sure is a lot of humor in the world. 

I could give you many suggestions, but they would avail you of nothing. (1 
mean, they never did me any good.) As far as information there is far too much of 
it in the world anyhow, but I will pass what I can on to you, in hopes it will help 
you with your thesis. Frankly, ] am flattered that you might like my writing, and 
would want to spend your whole year doing a thesis on it; the least | can do, then, 
is to try—note the word “try”—to assist you, in my usual half-assed way. (I really 
want to help, but there have been theses on my work already, but not to my 
knowledge in the U.S. but Abroad, and since as we all know They speak funny for- 
eign languages and can’t ask for my help I can’t give it to them or even try, as in 
your case; so to me this is unique. Well, here I go.) 

Sources: Best is Angus Taylor’s articles on my work, as in Foundation #4. # 
THE BILLION YEAR SPREE (Doubleday, 1973), U.S., Brian W. Aldiss. # S-F 
Commentary #31, which contains my Vancouver speech plus a lot else, very inti- 
mate: Bruce R. Gillespie, Melbourne, Victoria, AUSTRALIA. Also, Bruce printed a 
long article by Stanislaw Lem in which Lem deals with me as the “most meaningful 
living American SF author,” but I forget the issue number; could ask Bruce when/if 
you write; also ask Bruce for Xerox copies of Part Three of his 60,000 [word] study 
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of my writing (parts one and two are not too good). Ask Bruce for other stuff by and 
about me he’s published in his journal, which is a terrific journal; you will have to 
pay him for his Xeroxing costs, though, but it won’t be much. # Brian W. Aldiss’ 
book, THE SHAPE OF FURTHER THINGS, Faber & Faber, London, 1970; good 
in all respects. # Brian M. Stableford, “The Robot in SF,” Part One, Vector #66: 
edited by Malcolm Edwards, and the Spring double issue after that with my “Letters 
from Amerika” in it. That about does it, in English. I did an article for the chapbook 
on SF at Cal State Fullerton, 800 State College, Fullerton, Calif; write Dr. Willis Mc- 
Nelly, but he’ll want about two dollars for it. ] understand that T-K Graphics will 
soon bring out a pamphlet on my works, by Angus Taylor, but I haven't seen it & 
I’ve lost the address. Bruce Gillespie might have it, though; he is your best source, 
since he has sort of become, as has Angus Taylor, an authority on my writing. (You'l! 
notice how many of these citations are foreign. Shows something, I guess.) I do think 
you should read my 1972 Vancouver speech, available either from Bruce Gillespie or 
from Vector. It states my current views. 

There will be an interview with me in the London Daily Telegraph in a few 
months, but I have only one copy and am too lazy to get a Xerox done; if 1 should 
get one, I'll send it to you, okay? Most of the time | sit around typing. It makes the 
day pass faster. 

I’m enclosing a short bio piece I wrote myself. It’s the sole copy I have, if it’s 
convenient, as a quid pro quo, could you Xerox it and mail it back to me? Also 
the list of my book titles; could you Xerox and return? Thank you, and please do it 
since otherwise the bio piece will be out of my hands forever; it’s not long, but it’s 
the truth, and is recent. And do look at Vertex #6, U.S.A. the interview there 
which I mentioned in my April 4 letter. Shows many macho pics of me, if nothing 
more. And | tell all there, because the interviewer was a friend of mine. 

Does any of this help? Yes? No? Inbetween? Other? None of the above? 

Also, | think if you read my new Doubleday novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID (1974) you'll see where my head is at now, or at least was 
last week. And later on, much later, Doubleday will be bringing out my novel, A 
SCANNER DARKLY, on split-brain phenomena. But research—new stuff is 
being reported almost daily—is holding me up on that. 

The Vancouver speech has been printed in several countries. Oh, one more 
thing I’m enclosing: a carbon of a letter from me to a Mr. Sven Christer Swahn, 
because in it I try briefly (and rather badly) to outline what FLOW MY TEARS is 
about; it might be of use to you, and who cares about ol’ S. C. Swahn. Also, I’m 
sending you the original of a letter dated Paris, November 29, 1973 from a French 
fan named Claude Serbonnet, which you may find useful as the sort of amazing 
stuff I/we receive from France, where my work and that of Spinrad, Farmer, etc., 
are highly esteemed, but perhaps with an oblique comprehension. 

Finally, I direct you to read John Sladek’s absolutely stunning parody of my 
writing, a short piece originally published in F&SF but now only available in the 
British Panther edition entitled (the book is entitled) THE STEAM-DRIVEN 
BOY. The parody of my work is entitled, “Solar Shoe-Salesman,” and will trip you 
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out forever; he gives my name as Chipdip K. Kill. It’s far better than anything and 
everything I’ve ever done, and | wrote and told him (Sladek) so. You cannot 
legally order these U.K. books here in the U.S., but if you want this one let me 
know and I'll try to get hold of a copy for you... actually, your best bet would be 
to go to a library where The Magazine of Fantasy & S-F is archived; the parody 
appeared within the last 18 months, under that title. # There is or was in print a 
book called THE HUMAN EQUATION by a somebody Temple, William or 
James, god knows, containing a short story of mine plus an enormous amount of 
really very accurate personal data about my private life; where he got the data | 
don’t know, and I don’t have any more information for you about it; most fanzine 
editors would know about it, though; I resent the intrusion into my privacy, but 
Temple’s material is accurate; eerie—about my personal life, down to exact 
details. Try for that if your thesis goes into that area. The Vertex interview, how- 
ever, should cover that, for your purposes anyhow, and is more recent. And you 
can see how much macho I radiate (why do | keep talking about that? Will you 
send me a photo of yourself, by the way, so | can have some idea of what you, too, 
look like? This is not an idle request; if indeed you might do a thesis on my work | 
wish a visual conception of you, in order to orient me if/when I read it. And I 
assume you'll send me a copy). 

Dr. Willis McNelly at Cal State Fullerton (supra citation) and another 
teacher there, Mr. Bruce McAllister, both can and probably will answer any legiti- 
mate question about me you might want to ask; both are authorities on SF and 
both know me. 

Only other thing | can think of is to list the favorite (did I spell that wrong? 
I’m getting very tired) books of my own: MARTIAN TIME SLIP / WE CAN 
BUILD YOU / FLOW MY TEARS / DOCTOR BLOODMONEY / MAN IN 
THE HIGH CASTLE / THE THREE STIGMATA OF PALMER ELDRITCH / 
THE SIMULACRA / THE PENULTIMATE TRUTH. (You are the only person, 
by the way, to whom | direct this thought: if you’re not sure of the dictionary 
meaning of “eldritch” nor who used habitually to employ it (Lovecraft), look it up; 
it helps make sense out of that novel.) 

Oh yes, I sort of like UBIK but I don’t understand it. The French and Polish 
intellectuals will/do/did/try to explain it to me, without success. 

As regards your final query (and some of my best friends are query), I have 
no idea how one would go about teaching an SF class, except to start with a good 
book-list, with which I can’t help you. I suggest you write to Bruce McAllister at 
Cal State Fullerton, here. It’s 800 North State College, Fullerton, my wife says. I 
wouldn't know. I can hardly find the kitchen. 

Good luck, and if you think of any more questions, write me, or you could 
even phone me; some people do that, you know: 714-524-7206. After midnight it 
costs almost nothing, and we could say hello. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO MARTIN ROOGNA, Peapostkontor, Néudmiseni, April 19, 1974 
Estonia] 


Dear Mr. Martin Roogna: 


There has been considerable confusion in my correspondence of late, due to 
the fact that my doctor ordered me into the hospital for tests for high blood pres- 
sure and so forth. Having returned home, | find a great stack of unanswered let- 
ters and much chaos, with notes that I jotted down before going into the hospital, 
etc.; according to my notes, which could be in error since I often cannot read my 
own handwring [sic], you wrote me recently asking for a signed photo of myself, 
and you said you had read my two books, THE PRESERVING MACHINE and A 
MAZE OF DEATH. If all this is incorrect, please forgive me; in addition to the 
external confusion, I am under sedation until they (the doctors) figure out why 
my blood pressure is so high. 

However, until I hear from you to the contrary, | will assume that my notes 
are correct, although I can’t seem to locate your letter; but that is only one of 
many | can't find, believe me. Fortunately, | jotted your name and address down, 
or got it from Philip José Farmer or something ...anyhow, you will find enclosed a 
signed very recent picture, which is the dust jacket from my new hardcover Dou- 
bleday novel, which I’ve worked on for a long time and am quite proud of. Also, it 
is selling well, which is important, since we science fiction writers, at least in this 
part of the world, by and urge earn little income. Were you aware of that? At our 
gatherings, such as our annual conventions, we professional “greats” mostly com- 
plain about what our publishers pay us, in particular the U.S. paperback houses 
such as Ace Books, DAW Books, Popular Library—name any one of them. Nor- 
man Spinrad, my dearest friend and Vice President of SFWA, gets angrier than 
even I do; he claims the Mafia distributes most paperback books here. For exam- 
ple, on my novel MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, which won the Hugo Award in 
1962 for Best SF Novel of the Year, and sold at least 250,000 paperback copies, | 
received from the paperback publisher about one thousand U.S. dollars. Since the 
book sold for about 90¢ you can estimate how little I received as my share. Now, 
Berkley Books is going to reissue it; and, hearing this, | had high hopes of new 
income. They decided not to pay me anything in advance for it, even though they 
plan to issue it as “One of The Great Classics of S-E” Finally, however, they paid 
me $750, out of which my agent took ten percent. It barely paid for repairs on my 
car. | don’t know whether to be glad or sad that my colleagues (except for perhaps 
Arthur C. Clarke and Ray Bradbury and Heinlein) are in the same boat. | under- 
stand, in fact, that only about five U.S. S-F authors earn their entire living from 
their S-F writing. | am one. But we do it for love, do we not? We never wanted to 
make a lot of money; if we had, we would be writing those dreadful best seller long 
sexy exposé book club things about the degenerate lives of people in small towns 
... novels with no contact with reality, with no ideas or real people in them; only 
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pandering to the bored well-to-do and, sadly, the not-well-to-do, of which there 
are, alas, so many. 

While I am writing you, and complying with what my notes say are your 
requests—to correspond, correct? and to receive the photo with my handwritten 
signature, etc.—I might say that I am very interested in hearing about science fic- 
tion in your part of the world; we see some of it; | must read it in translation, of 
course, except for what Stanislaw Lem writes in German. I do read German, and | 
was quite delighted, as you may well imagine, by his long eulogy of my works, in 
contrast to his distaste for those of other U.S. S-F authors (I disagree with him 
there, however, since I admire Malzberg and Spinrad and Chip Delany and Tom 
Disch, especially his novel CAMP CONCENTRATION which I heartily recom- 
mend to you, and also John Sladek, an American who emigrated to England, and 
who wrote a truly delightful parody of my writing called, “Solar Shoe-Salesman,” 
which in many ways is far better than anything I’ve done myself, as I told him in a 
letter. And James Tiptree is quite good, too, although we all wonder who or what 
he is and does; he is quite mysterious. We can’t even figure out if he lives in the 
U.S. He just seems to be. 

As regards to corresponding with you (I hope I’ve got the right person, as | 
mentioned; the chaos here is worse than what God must have had to deal with in 
the Beginning), | would enjoy it very much. And I could send you, perhaps, if you 
wish, items that might interest you, S-F books and articles ...I’ve never sent any- 
thing into a Soviet country before except for letters, but I’m sure the postal people 
could explain to me how to mail you, for instance, the very good interview with 
me in issue #6 of our Vertex magazine, and other writings you might specifically 
ask for. 

What you could do for me in exchange—which I would appreciate very 
much—would be if you could send me a copy of any novel or book of stories of 
mine that has actually been printed—i.e. published—in the Soviet regions, such 
as in Roumania or Hungary or your own country, or the USSR, Poland, etc.; | 
mention this because in a recent letter to me from Philip José Farmer, he says: “... 
I do know from what some USA citizens have said that some of my stuff has been 
printed in Roumanian and Hungarian and | presume that it has been in Russian 
and Polish etc. Have you ever seen a copy of your stuff in any of these languages? 
You know your books have been translated into Polish, but did anyone ever send 
you a copy?” I haven't answered Phil Farmer yet, but in answer to this, no | 
haven't seen anything but my Ogonek story, which was years ago. I did see a copy 
of a Spanish-language edition of my novel MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE evi- 
dently printed for use in Cuba; it was a beautiful edition, with at least five type 
styles, or print fonts or whatever they are called; none of our domestic editions, 
even our finest hardcover houses, such as my publisher Doubleday, does that. | 
have many foreign edition copies of my works—they’ve come out in such far-away 
places as Burma, even, and Pakistan—but most of them I never see. Maybe you 
could do this: it would cost you so much to send me a copy of an actual book, if 
you could tell me the names and addresses of any publishing firms in the Soviet 
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countries that might have done my works, and the titles, then I could write to 
them directly and get copies. I would love to see them. So, as you and | write back 
and forth, perhaps as a favor to me you could help me in this respect. 


With warm regards, 


Philip K. Dick 
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[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] Apmil 19, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


Just after ] last wrote you | received a letter from a fellow writer, Philip José 
Farmer who is very well-known in our field and who a couple of years ago got into 
a bitter written dispute with Stanislaw Lem; in an Australian journal they 
attacked each other’s writings with distaste and aversion. On the phone the other 
night I talked to Phil Farmer, in Peoria, about this matter of the Soviets ripping us 
off of our royalties there. It happened that he had heard from a Martin Roogna in 
Estonia, who I believe is the person who wrote me whose letter | originally passed 
on to you on March 20th of this year. Anyhow, Phil Farmer sent me Roogna’s 
address, for the purpose of my sending out another “trial balloon” not only for 
myself but for him, too; see the enclosed carbon of my letter to Martin Roogna of 
Estonia, which quotes Phil Farmer’s letter. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] April 19, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


I wanted to add just this piece of information, which has to do with the first 
two enclosures | passed on to you back, as I recall, in March. That enclosure con- 
sisted of this: two separate “reviews” of Party Line books Xeroxed together into 
one unit, so that when I would open the envelope I would see a single piece which 
in fact had been assembled from two original portions. I carefully, however, did 
not look at the contents, even when | sent them on to you; I had my wife do all 
steps possible. 

Nonetheless despite my efforts, I] did see the following material, which at the 
time meant nothing, but later on, during the night, | resaw coded out as follows: 

Antonetti / Olivetti / Dodd Mead Reinhart / Holt 

This sequence probably was formed by a combination of the two “reviews,” 
although I’m not sure. “Antonetti” or “Antonelli” would appear to be an author 
or reviewer's name(s). The others, the names of actual publishing houses. How- 
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ever, what for me is important, is that out of this sequence, several integers of 
which my own mind supplied to fill in the meaningful sequence, comes: 

OLIVE HOLT 

You can see how starting at integer one and going along, using the juxta- 
posed two sections, | could readily pass from “Antonetti” or something like it 
finally to Holt. If you will examine this Xerox item which | sent to you (my letter 
is dated March 20th, I believe, and is my first letter to you) which came from New 
York, not the one from Estonia which may be “okay,” you will see how the above 
sequence could be printed out by my mind. “Olive Holt” was a “babysitter” from 
my childhood who took care of me, about the time I was sent to the Bruce Tatlock 
School, which | know now to have been a CP training front by the Jane Tatlock 
group in which many Berkeley pro-CP intellectuals were involved (I was about 
four or five years old). Olive Holt told me day after day about the “wonders of 
Soviet Russia where people were really happy and life was nice and how wonderful 
the,” etc.—I have always, for some reason, retained consciously her name, which 
does not compute, were she only a babysitter when I was four or five years old 
growing up in Berkeley. I remember her vividly, and I remember the Bruce Tatlock 
School, and later on, when the Oppenheimer disclosures came out, I recognized 
the name, Jane Tatlock, and other material which | understand to be “hard evi- 
dence” about CP recruiting in the Bay Area at that time (about 1932). 

What I’m saying is this: I tried not to look at the Xerox items from New York, 
as soon as | saw the source, but consciously they meant nothing to me; that night 
I saw vividly the words OLIVE HOLT formed out of the above sequence. To no 
one else would the material have that meaning, or possibly, intrinsically, any mean- 
ing. The name “Olive Holt,” which | wonder if it was a genuine name in the first 
place or rather a disinhibiting stimulus, certainly sets off a lot in me; every time in 
my life when I met a certain type of pro-CP girl, and got involved with her (I met 
one, during the ’fifties, who had raised funds for the Spanish Loyalists here in the 
U.S., and told me her absolute outright “former” involvement with the CP). 

In my opinion, the juxtaposition of the two Xeroxed “book reviews” were sup- 
posed to trigger something off in me, but they failed. First, | made sure my wife 
looked them—it—over, not me; | was wary. (It is possible that the Estonian letter, 
or the previous letter from Elizabeth in East Germany which I mentioned, anyhow 
some previous Cue, put me into a “parking” or “prepared for” mental attitude, 
because | knew that one more letter was coming, and on the day the New York 
Xerox thing came, I hunted frantically through my mail for it, found it and knew | 
had found it. Knew I was looking for something specific. Also, if all this is true, 
that ] was set up in my early years at the time | was sent to the Bruce Tatlock 
School at the age of five or so in Berkeley to respond years later to the semantic 
clue “Olive Holt,” and be able to detect it concealed among other but meaning- 
less semantic units, then it also failed because these Berkeley left wing fanatic 
broads whom I kept getting involved with during my years there repelled me 
because of their fundamental captive-mind mentalities (for example, the one 
whom | knew the longest, named , later , hee (possi- 
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ble wrong spelling), born about 1925, who had a relationship not only with the CP 
for a long time, as mentioned above, but with the Pot Luck Restaurant in Berkeley 
which I know to have been a CP place of some importance. At the time I knew 
her, in the ’fifties, she told me she was out of politics, but the damage to her mind 
from those years, the erosion of any true personality, horrified me, and may have 
been crucial in “turning” me, and hence aborting the OLIVE HOLT triggering 
which came this March. 

] am sure of all this, because I did not mentally reason or think out the 
Antonetti / Olivetti / Dodd Meade Reinhart / Holt sequence; I saw it that night, 
as if in a dream, but printed out as a teletype prints out. 1 was probably—almost 
certainly—supposed to automatically write to the person whose name and address 
in holography was on the back of the Xerox, but I didn’t, don’t have the material 
(you do), and I have got no memory now of who or what it, he or she was or is, 
thank God, due mainly to my wife’s help. What prompted my memory today of 
this was thinking about Patty Hearst; since | grew up precisely where she has been 
living and know that area (but before that time) I can see how a normal person, 
theoretically, starting during his or her first four years, could be prepared for a 
later “conversion” to radicalism. 

Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO RICHARD M. NIXON] April 20, 1974 
Dear Mr. President: 


I read in the L.A. Times today about your showing signs of “stress,” in per- 
haps being unable to sleep and being “talkative” and “showing a short fuse.” 
Although I have been against your basic political views all of your career, | want to 
say that I admire your courage and | am proud of you. If a man who is suffering 
such stress as you, for whatever reason (it isn’t up to me to judge whether you 
“ought” to be punished this way), if he becomes as you evidently have, warmer, 
closer to people, more impulsive—well, let me say that the bravest people I have 
known, whom | have admired the most, under the crucial stress-situations of their 
lives showed the same characteristics. 

So I say, I guess I am one of those whom your Administration sought to 
destroy, and you were the person who represented to me (a former Berkeley radi- 
cal type now living down here in Orange County, very close to a little town of 
Yorba Linda, where | am told you once lived ...I, who grew up in Berkeley, am liv- 
ing where you may have lived as a child, and I think sometimes how you must 
long to be back here again as you were once) ... anyhow, sometimes in the morn- 
ing when I read what you have to go through I start crying and my wife has to get 
out of bed and console me. “The poor President” I say sometimes, and | guess they 
said, some of them, that about Abe Lincoln. They made fun of him and attacked 
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him, too. That doesn’t mean I agree with your beliefs or anything you’ve done or 
said in an official way, but you are showing yourself as not only human but a brave 
man, and | ache to feel your ache—which you don’t show. 

I wonder why people, you and so many others, have had to go through 
ordeals. Maybe in the end God shows us why. ] went through an ordeal starting in 
1969—] lost my then-wife and child—and the pain made me suffer so badly | 
could hardly stand it; | ceased writing novels and stories and sat frozen. Then, 
finally, around early 1972, I began to become “talkative” and show other signs of 
courage, as the papers say you do. 

I hope you get a good night’s sleep. You deserve it. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO GORDON LIGHTFOOT] April 21, 1974 
Dear Mr. Lightfoot: 


Well, no one should ever list what he considers the three finest cuts in the 
history of the record business, because as soon as he does he will think of more. I 
ran a record store, | spend all my essential money on records (not on the stereo or 
quad part, but on the records), | am an authority on classical music, I had a radio 
music show of my own—I say this to prove I know what I’m talking about. It’s to 
convince everyone that I am right, because | used to order—I| was a buyer—and it 
was my job to know who was good and which record. If ] got it wrong, the owner 
went out of business (which he didn’t). 


(one) Lightfoot, Gordon “If you could read my mind” side II, 
Warner 6392, cut ii 

(two) McLean, Don “Vincent” side II, U.A. UAS-5535, cut iii. 

(three) Dylan, Bob “Mr. Tambourine man,” side II, Col KCS 
9463, cut i. 

And then also: (how could I leave these out?) 

(four) Lieberman, Lori “Killing me softly with his song” side ], 
Capitol St-11081 

(five) Newton-John, Olivia “Me and bobby McGee” (better | 
think than Joplin’s), side I], MCA-389 cut ii. 

(six) Kristofferson, Kris & Coolidge, Rita “Loving Arms,” side 
IT, AM sp-4403, cut iv. 

(seven) Joplin, Janis “Half Moon,” side I, Col KC30322, cut iv. 

(eight) Ronstadt, Linda “Bet no one ever hurt this bad,” side I, 
Capitol St 208, cut iii. And here I end it, arbitrarily. 
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But I want to tell you how I felt, Mr. Lightfoot. Bless you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO REV. JOHN W. SIEBERT] April 21, 1974 
Dear Father: 


Although I am an Episcopalian I asked Father Smith at St. Jude Hospital 
recently for spiritual advice and comfort. This was not because I had gone there 
only; I was a patient for five days, but already I had been making attempts to com- 
municate with the Catholic Church, but did not know how. Then my doctor sud- 
denly ordered me into the hospital, and I was given what | wished and had prayed 
for: the opportunity to talk at length with what we call a “Roman Catholic” Priest. 
My reason for wishing advice from a Catholic Priest (while there I also talked to 
two priests from my own church, but it was Father Smith who told me what | 
wished and needed to know) is that, putting it simply, | am a novelist ... 

This year I] brought out a new Doubleday novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID, which many fans—and my publishers—have been waiting 
for, and which I have had terrible difficulty finishing. But it came out as of Febru- 
ary of this year, and has sold extraordinarily well ...1 say that because it is this 
novel, plus one story which I wrote and sold since (the “Pre-Persons,” to the Maga- 
zine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, which will be in their 25th anniversary issue, in 
August, and which is furiously against abortion)—the novel, FLOW MY TEARS, 
when I read it, to state it simply, | found “Roman Catholic” as we call it material 
in it, and was amazed. | could not understand how it had gotten into it, yet clearly 
it was there (I cite page 218, in the Doubleday hardcover edition, in which a 
dream by the main character is given; ] actually had that dream, and placed it in 
the novel exactly as ] dreamed it, an unusual procedure for a novelist; it clearly 
describes the robes of the Roman Catholic Church, and there is the “first name,” 
which is of course the Christian name, of the character in the novel to whom | 
assign the dream: it is Felix, which is Latin of course. But I had to look it up to see 
what it meant. I found this: 


FELIX: Fruit-bearing, fruitful, fertile, productive. 
Of good omen, favorable, prosperous, felicitous. 
Lucky, happy, fortunate. 


And then I studied my Bible, and saw who Felix was in Paul’s writings! 

But, in my novel, the character who has this dream, who is named Felix 
Buckman, is a Police General in the future, in Los Angeles, and all blacks are 
allowed to bear only one child per couple. Also, other “radical controls of popula- 
tion,” such as the Holy Father deplored recently in his letter to Antonio Carrillo- 
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Flores. And, what was to me even more extraordinary, this Police General in my 
novel, whose job it is to enforce these birth-control laws, after having this dream, 
which I actually dreamed as | said, lands his air-car and embraces a black man, 
who then shows him his wallet with photographs of three of his children. Clearly, 
this is against the law, and I and the editors at Doubleday should have caught it as 
an error; if the law, in this science fiction novel, allows blacks to have a sole child 
per couple, then this black man would neither carry photographs of his three chil- 
dren, would not have three children (at least legally) and certainly would not 
show the photographs to a total stranger and say they were his three children. 
And we all missed this massive “error,” and so it stands as the actual end-scene of 
the novel, to which the entire novel—which is a study of a slave state growing up, 
like Rome again, here in the U.S., like the Russian slave-labor camps—builds to. 
After these two men embrace—the police general, for “odd” reasons, which is to 
say, overwhelming love, which the black man understands, but in no way a sexual 
love—then the book is over. 

To me, the “Roman Catholic” material was so explicit that for an instant | 
thought I’d been “brain washed” by your church, and then I realized that God had 
utilized me and my novel for this message: be fruitful, multiply, have children, do 
not practice the birth control methods advised, even if they become law, do not 
get abortions—in other words, do not let the enslavers destroy your lives and the 
lives of your children: the lives of all future people. And the logos is, of course, 
Felix. A name I'd normally never use for a character in my books; it is atypical for 
me, and I noted that, too. 

] am writing to you about this because Father Smith was told by me nothing 
about this novel and its contents, but merely by my telling him my impression of 
God having come upon me and taken me over recently, and the baby-killing story 
mentioned above (“The Pre-Persons”) Father Smith advised me, and I know him 
to be correct, that the Holy Spirit was not only working through me now in my 
writing, but that It had given me my gift in the first place and in fact my entire life- 
time career. And Father Smith advised me further, as to what to do in order to 
carry out God’s work, which I agree with and will do. But since | did not discuss 
this extraordinary experience | had had with my own new novel, in finding in it 
the logos FELIX and the context which in all respects bears out the message, 
whether one understands the origin or meaning or sense of the word “Felix” itself, 
sees it as I did in the first place only as a first name, and so forth—what | wish to 
do here in this letter is, in a very formal and solemn way, to call attention to my 
novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID (Doubleday & Co., Inc. 
277 Park Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017) to the Roman Catholic Church. I know 
no other way to direct you to it, and I do it with humility because what in the 
novel is of value was not put in there by me, nor was it at that time my personal 
message. I was, as Father Smith says, utilized by the Holy Spirit. And I have, as we 
all do, much more to do; for me it is writing, writing, especially letters. Father 
Smith pointed out that the Holy Spirit seems fond of using humans who have a 
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knack and desire to write letters ...the Bible, he says, mentions many; and so it 
does. 

I wish, then, to ask you to take a look at my novel, and I am enclosing a 
check for $8.00 which will cover the retail cost of buying it; I’d send you a copy, or 
someone in the “R.C.C.,” as my late dear friend Jim Pike (Bishop Pike, I should 
say) used to call it, but I’ve given away all my copies. 

There is one final oddity which I wish for my personal joy to share with you. 
After the novel had been bought by Doubleday and their contract issued to me, 
and me paid, they asked the text to be cut down. I was directed by Diane Cleaver, 
my editor there, to the general section, the mid-part, but could cut wherever | 
wanted, just so long as it ran to a substantial cut. I did so, while quite ill with the 
flu, doing it on the actual printed corrected galleys, which is a unique and rather 
clumsy way (they had to phone me from New York because | botched it in one 
spot). Later when | read the printed book, as it appears, I discovered that during 
my cutting I had, without consciously intending to, cut out forever a part in which 
I discussed my own death, my being killed and “done away with” soon. So that is 
out of the book forever, and even my wife has not read that part; I don’t even own 
the original manuscript copies now, having for odd reasons again—and again not 
in line with usual policies by authors—given them away, one to a total stranger 
whom | had never seen before. 

I am glad that portion was removed. And I hope you will look at the page 
citation and the ending portion in particular, because it does carry the message of 
FELIX, as have the two stories I’ve done since. And, | think, before that, my work 
although good, was too preoccupied with death—as several critics pointed out, 
including the most well-known one behind the Iron Curtain, the Polish novelist 
and theoretical analyst and critic, Stanislaw Lem who has for over three years 
been trying to get me to come to Warsaw, all expenses paid, to address them there 
... but I will not go. 


With deepest affection, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] April 23, 1974 


Dear Ursula, 


Thank you for the neat note (I talk like that). I notice that you use a “VFW” 
stamp. I could say I am a VDW., a veteran of domestic wars. We have, however, no 
anniversary, like the stamp has. Which is to say, no particular day is celebrated for 
us. What we do, is, we now and then buy a bottle of $1.99 champagne and shake 
it up and then let the plastic cork out pointed at our stereo. If it hits the stylus 
and breaks it, then we have symbolically celebrated the perpetual rip-off of our 
previous stereo systems by junkies. 
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That reminds me of a funny that a friend said without intending to, which is 
always the best. We were saying, “Our cat fortunately is at last at rest in perpetu- 
ity.” And she said, “Mine is in Oakland.” So we went on forever at her, but ] think 
I done told you that already. 

So I'll give you my graffiti, which I made up for Show and Tell. 

(one) | called on God and He put me on hold. 

(two) I have lost my faith in nihilism. 

There are no more. 

In your letter you didn’t mention I’m nuts on the phone, because no one can 
later on prove | said it, as they can when I write it. But thank you, and my blood 
pressure is considerably down now. “He suffered a series of fatal heart attacks” 
comes to mind as a phrase, but I will let it go, being weary. 

Ursula, I recently underwent a religious conversion, which I am sure I men- 
tioned on the phone. (I also called Sherri Solvig, a friend down here, and talked 
to her, too, and am not sure what | said either to you and not to her, to her and 
not to you, to both of you, to neither of you, and that is all the possibilities, | 
guess. Anyhow, she is very funny. | was driving her home on Sunday moming, and 
we got lost; she was trying to pretend (note that use of words! Trying to pretend. 
Which is better than, “He pretended to pretend to be mad,” re Hamlet in a BS 
(sorry) master’s thesis | read once. Anyhow, we got lost, and 1 got super (I talk like 
that) mad at Doris and yelled, “How far is the god damn junction with the 22 Gar- 
den Grove Freeway?” and she said meekly, and this | am sure is in the true sense 
that Christ meant it, “About two inches,” which is to say, she was still trying to fig- 
ure Out how you read a road map. What a darling little lady—and so are you, 
although I haven’t had a chance to meet you face-to-face, which is a foreign 
phrase, meaning, one day soon I will be up there, no shit (I talk like that). I really 
will. We must leave here because the smog is causing me to get sick & sick. And I 
have too good a time, but not too well a time. Love to you, Ursula, and keep writ- 
ing those strange books. 


Phil (Felix) 


PS. “Felix” is the name the Holy Spirit gave me, because of the baby (photo 
included, | think). 


[TO LOREN & TRACY CAVIT] April 23, 1974 


Dear Loren and Tracy, 


Hope you got home under two hours and red-lined it the whole way and 
shook a CHP tail, right? 

Norman Spinrad who is my best friend, the next day I talked to him (remem- 
ber him, he was so drunk at Ruben’s) | said, “Did you see those groovy broads at 
the other table?” 
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Norman said, “which ones? Oh, oh, oh, yeah, the two. The one with flowers 
in her hair—oh yeah, her, her and the other, two of them. Yeah I did.” 

From Norman that is a compliment. One time I was introducing him to a 
chick and he turned and walked off in the middle of her name. Later on I chewed 
him out for it and he said, “Her name was too long.” So you can see what | mean. 

What I mean is I missed you both like yesterday (Monday) super bad, which 
is when my crashing comes after someone | care about leaves. I knew it would and 
it did. 

But I amused myself playing frisbee with my wife, baby, and cat. The cat 
landed the best. 

Love to you both and we took the first role roll sorry of film—imagine a 
WFEW (world famous writer) writing, “a role of film.” That is wrong, Loren. | 
guess. To the store and when we get it back I get to look at it first, then Tessa, 
then you. 


Write, and take care, 


Phil 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] April 26, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


I think I should tell you something I learned from Diane Cleaver at Double- 
day this Thursday. A local retail book dealer has been trying to order ten copies of 
my new Doubleday novel FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, with- 
out success; finally he phoned all the way back to them in New York, wanting to 
know why a book that came out only this last February, and listed as in print, was 
not available to him. On the phone, he told me, Doubleday stalled him, saying 
among other things, that “it is a limited edition, we have no copies left, we 
haven’t decided whether to print more, all the copies printed are out of our hands 
in Eastern etc. cities.” He told me this on Wednesday night, so on Thursday | 
phoned Diane, thinking maybe the edition had sold out (in March it had sold 
4,750 copies, a month ago, in other words). She told me the disturbing news that 
sales figures were the same: “4,750 copies.” | asked the date; it was the March 
date. | asked if it had indeed been a limited edition. “No,” Diane said, “we printed 
7,500 copies. All are out in the wide world. But 2,500 can’t be accounted for.” If 
you add the 4,750 to the 2,500 you get the total print run, do you not? In other 
words, no copies have been available to any book dealer since March. Because the 
entire stock that remained has somehow gotten gone, out of their warehouse. She 
assured me that Doubleday doesn’t have them. “They are out there somewhere,” 
she repeated. 

It had been my plans to go to the West Coast Nebula Awards Ceremonies 
tomorrow, and Diane is flying out here and on the phone | told her I'd see her; she 
said she had hoped to meet me, and so forth. But today when | saw my doctor he 
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advised me not to go; the stress of learning this news about two thousand five hun- 
dred copies of my new hardcover Doubleday novel disappearing, and thus freezing 
sales, maybe forever, was, he said, too much for me, and | should stay home. I'll 
send my wife, though. Maybe she can learn more. Meanwhile, you might want to 
see what you can find out, both from Diane and from Larry Ashmead, who by the 
way just wrote me a fine letter in which he praised the novel in the highest terms. 

I think the best thing would be for Doubleday to put out a second edition; many 
people I’ve talked to have tried to order it, but without success ... how can it win 

a Nebula or a Hugo if no one can buy it? And as I recall, Doubleday guarantees its 
authors that it will keep their novel in print one full year. Is this not correct? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Also, Scott, is this a common happening? 


[TO JACK DANN] Apmil 28, 1974 
Dear Mr. Dann: 


Regretfully, severe recent illness, which involved sudden hospitalization, has 
forced me to cancel on virtually all my work plans. I was pleased by your letter to 
me regarding a story for you, but in view of the above I must decline. 

Last night the Nebula Awards Ceremonies were held near where | live; I sent 
my wife but could not attend, myself. For me it is quite unfortunate that I must 
curtail my work, especially at this time with my new novel out, FLOW MY 
TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID (Doubleday) which | worked so long on; now 
the fruits of my labors are in, so to speak, but I am not here to enjoy them. 

Thank you, and good luck with your forthcoming books. I will enjoy seeing 
them, even if I can’t be included. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ROBERT A. HEINLEIN] April 29, 1974 
Dear Robert A. Heinlein, 


My wife came home in tears of joy at meeting you at the Nebula Awards— 
your speech, she says, was the finest she had heard that she can remember. I have 
the copies of my books which you gave over to her for me to sign, but the occa- 
sion is too much for me for a short while; I could not believe you would want my 
inscription, but ] certainly am deeply pierced and will do so, when I have it in my 
head as to what to write. 
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What a shame, for me anyhow, that I couldn’t get up there to the Awards 
Ceremonies; | would have enjoyed meeting you and hearing your speech. But for 
me, these gatherings exact a serious toll, in terms of physical illness; my doctor 
simply said, “You can’t go.” | wonder how many fans understand what these things 
take out of us. 1 do what I can, and I enjoy myself, in the limited sense. But in the 
larger sense these gatherings weaken me over the years. In our written work we 
already give so much; how much more do we have to give? (I am not complaining 
about the various conventions; I merely mean, of course, that my body won’t com- 
ply. It has its limitations.) 

So thank you for sending on the copies of my books; I'll inscribe and return 
to you by mail, as soon as I can. Thank you, too, for being so kind and gracious to 
my wife—and to everyone else, from what she tells me. I said last night, “Evi- 
dently we have a gentleman among our rather shabby throng. Perhaps Robert 
Heinlein is one of the last true gentlemen left in this society.” I consider this so 
important, and it is waning. But an excellent example, such as you have set, might 
do much good in turning the dismal trend. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. I suddenly realized that I have your autograph! Tessa said only that “Mr. 
Heinlein gave me his actual address,” and then she copied it into our address 
book. That doesn’t look like my wife’s handwriting, ] thought, and then saw that 
it was your holography. And excitement at last retumed to me! 


[TO HENRY LUDMER] April 29, 1974 
Dear Henry: 


According to the news there has been a sudden decrease in the governmen- 
tal restrictions of the press in Portugal. In view of this I wonder if my recent Dou- 
bleday novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, might now stand a 
better chance of getting published there (I’m trying to figure out how many novels 
I’ve had in Portugal in the past but the only one I can lay my hands on is OS 
SOBREVIVENTES, which was translated from DOCTOR BLOODMONEY and 
published there by Editorial Panorama.) Could you look into this for me, please? 
Thank you. 

Also—I’m getting quite short on money again ...there are the two large 
sums due from the U.K. (for MARTIAN TIME-SLIP and FLOW MY TEARS) 
but if these will be delayed for a while longer, could you ask Scott if he could 
advance me $400 again? I'd appreciate it a lot. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO DIANE CLEAVER] Apmil 30, 1974 


Dear Diane, 


My wife brought back many delightful bits of news from the Nebula Awards, 
but among them was this commonly-repeated statement from various SFWA 
members: “I want to read FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, but ] 
can’t find a copy.” So I'd like to order twenty-five dollars worth from you (at trade 
price, according to my contract), to give away; I do hope for the Nebula on this, 
since, as you may have seen, it has already received two—not one—but two votes 
already (sorry for the two “alreadys” but this is the first time a novel of mine got 
more than one Nebula nomination vote, and this since February 15. Wow. Mil- 
dred Broxon in particular, from Seattle, wanted a copy very badly; she and her hus- 
band attended the Vancouver S-F Convention in 1972 where | delivered my 
now-famous speech. I had so badly hoped to see her again, at the Nebula Awards. 
Anyhow, she and Tessa met. 

It was nice talking to you on the phone. | hope we will be talking again... 
and please do let me know if/when Doubleday decides to run off another printing 
of the novel; okay? 


With warm regards, 
Philip kK. Dick 


ENC: My check for $25 for copies of FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICE- 
MAN SAID, to give to SFWA members, etc. 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] May I, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


A phonecall from San Francisco today from Peter Fitting, whose letter I 
passed on to you sometime last month, advises me that he and his group will be 
down here in the Los Angeles area from the 9th on, this month, first to visit my 
colleague Norman Spinrad and then me. They will visit Norman at his house on 
the 10th, then me on the 11th, which is the day after and a Saturday. 

With them will be a foreign national, a man, who does not speak English. So 
his “girl friend,” described to me on the phone by Fitting as a “Swedish model,” 
will translate. Fitting says the man is French. | don’t know who else will be along. 

I’ve been thinking that it was just about one year ago that Stanislaw Lem in 
Crakow told me that “It will take about one full year to get your novel UBIK into 
print in Poland.” As I calculate it—I don’t have any of Lem’s letters here; you 
have two, my business agent has some, and it is possible I accidentally turned one 
or more over to Special Collections at the Cal State Fullerton library—if the Cra- 
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kow publisher kept on his schedule, the book would be out now, and the royalties 
available to me there; hence my proposed trip, which as far as I’m concerned is 
totally out, would have been or, in their minds anyhow, would be on the schedule 
for right now, give or take a month. There may be some connection; it certainly 
would explain the flurry of weird mail of a Soviet type which began to come to me 
starting March 18th of this year, the like of which I never ever received before, 
and which caused me to contact you. 

It is not my intention to see Fitting and his group, although I do not intend 
to tell him until they are down here; if I tell him now, any pretext I give can be 
aborted by rescheduling later. | will wait, if possible, until the 9th or 10th, hoping 
to catch them at Norman’s house in L.A. Then have my wife phone and say, 
regretfully, that “Phil has become quite ill from his hypertension, passing out and 
so forth, and it is a weekend and he can't see his doctor, who said if this happened 
to cancel all appointments and engagements until Phil could be examined.” The 
Fitting group, including the “Swedish model” but most especially the foreign 
national, of whom I am most greatly afraid, in case he is not French but from 
behind the Iron Curtain—in fact maybe a Soviet police agent who wants to talk 
to me direct, or is from Poland anyhow, representing Lem, etc., which is to say, the 
Party—well, they will have made a trip in vain. If you should by any chance wish 
me to go through with them, and see this foreign national who can’t speak a word 
of English, which strikes me as odd, since all the foreign nationals who have come 
to visit me so far can speak enough English to make do, then I will do so. Fitting, 
as I told you and | think his letter says, returned recently from France; his letter 
struck me as Marxist weird talk, and so I sent it on to you. If I see these people, 
however, it would have to be on the basis of perhaps a phoned request from you 
(my number is 714-524-7306); otherwise, as I say, I will cancel at the last moment, 
hoping they will vanish and give up. 

If UBIK is indeed out in Poland our negotiator Fred Pohl, when he goes 
behind the Iron Curtain for two months to visit each country in conjunction with 
the USIA, will probably find out for me; last Saturday night at our Annual Nebula 
Awards (given by the Science Fiction Writers of America) Mr. Pohl talked to my 
wife—I stayed home—and mentioned having received my letter on this matter, 
and that he would be writing to me. So it looks good. 

If | don’t hear from you, I will then in some fashion arrange not to see 
Fitting’s group, especially the foreign national and his interpreter. However pretty 
she may be. 

Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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Apmil 31, 1974 
[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] actually May 1, 1974 


Dear Claudia, 


I knew you were from Chicago. I’m from Chicago, too. 

Anyhow, I may be sending you a Xerox of the Sladek parody; if it is included, 
I am; if not, then my wife Tessa who is up getting the Xerox done for me didn’t get 
it and came home empty handed, in which case all you get is this letter, plus the 
two pics included: 

(one) Tessa and our baby Christopher in Placentia, California, which is the 
Mexican town here and which looks more like Mexico than most parts of Mexico 
I’ve seen, and where | want to live. 

(two) Me and two chicks from my past. 

You write a neat letter, Claudia, so I guess you'll write a neat thesis (also, 
thank you for the pic of you and your daughter. I have a little girl, too, but my ex- 
wife Ms. Evil won't let me see her, so 1 never see her. Know any spray can you can 
spray evil ex spouses with? (Even Ubik doesn’t help, alas.) 

No, we have never been on any spree of any kind, unless it was so short I 
already forgot. (You ask about the BILLION YEAR SPREE.) 

Tessa & Christopher & Pinky our cat and I are moving soon, to seek woods 
and fresh air. Would we like it where you are? Also, would you and your friends 
like us? 

The reason my books make sense to me, as you inferred correctly, is that we 
are all dingey (sp) together, which is fine with me, but is it fine with you, not to 
mention the Authorities? 

Yes, GAME PLAYERS is set in Pocatello because of the funeral procession | 
saw. Also I saw a lot of red brick. Even the mail boxes were made of red brick. 
Bricks of grass were made of red brick, and so forth. 

WE CAN BUILD YOU was set in Ontario/Boise because | liked the parti- 
colored root iris in Ontario, and also a cat I saw. The cat tried to sell me a house. 
“But you have to bring your own truck,” he said. “For that price we can’t provide 
transportation.” (I mean a real cat, with whiskers and tail. It was the owner’s cat. 
The house, almost new, cost $7,000.) 

You are no longer a total stranger. | may phone you, and thank you for your 
number, but like you I owe the ITT some money and they can get rough, right? 
Thank you for your lovely long letter, write again, be happy, watch the sort of s-f 
you read, it can destroy you (I guess). 

Love, 


Philip K. Dick 


(TO NICK ELLISON, editor, Thomas Y. Crowell Co. } May 2, 1974 
Dear Mr. Ellison: 


Thanks for the galleys on HUSH MONEY by Peter Israel, which I read at 
once. You ask for a response, which I will give. But keep in mind that ] am a novel- 
ist and not accustomed to writing critical material, and people of my sort tend, 
without meaning to, to be very cruel. We do not know how to phrase our criticism 
when it faults the material. Please take this into account. 

First, | decline to approach it from the literary standpoint, because I am sure 
you have people able to say how good the characters are, how well it grips the 
reader, how the dialog advances the action, etc. What I might be able to offer 
uniquely is this: I live here in California where the story takes place, and 1 know 
these people (which is to say, the characters) and their world. It has an eerie sem- 
blance to the world I lived in/still live in, my recent past specifically, down to 
uncanny detail. 

Gosh, but you see, they do not talk really like in the novel. In real life they 
talk like, “Hey man, like can you dig it?” And, “Hey, that is allll RIGHTTTT!” 
The dialog is that of an outsider-writer. It is good, but always by someone coming 
from another culture and observing from an external standpoint. 

“Dig this dude. Is he out of it.” This is what most of the street characters 
(including the Jesus freaks) in the novel would say of the author, as he comes 
through. 

Also, I never saw the Sex-and-God trip that Mr. Israel gets next to so heavily 
(see how we talk when we aren't formally literate?). If he says such trips exist, 
then whatever’s right. But I wonder... 

In summary, it’s close to being real, but we would say, that is myself as fellow 
author and myself as having been/being part of the world he depicts: “Hey, it’s not 
real; this is not real. I’m not believing this.” But I did enjoy the novel anyhow 
(maybe I know too much and should shut up). Thank you again for sending it, 


and good luck. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 2, 1974 


Dear Scott: 

As you will recall, sometime ago I wrote asking for the letters from Lem to 
me back, which I had passed on to you. You declined, on the grounds that all of 
you there were “alarmed” that I had involved the authorities here concerning the 
fact that a foreign nation had defrauded me; in particular, you objected to the 
word “defrauded,” claiming it was too strong. 
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In point of fact, the word is accurate. Lem wrote me direct, saying that it was 
not possible to transfer Polish funds and that I should give permission to publish 
UBIK anyhow. I signed. So, they can legally keep the funds, because I gave them 
permission to print it without transferring the royalties; but | did so on their writ- 
ten statements (e.g. in Lem’s letters) that these royalties could not legally be trans- 
ferred, by Polish law. Also, in one of his letters, Lem even claimed that only hard 
currency could be used to pay travel costs to Poland—this, after I was told that 
the royalties would pay that specifically. 

This is fraud. They got the book free, by lying to me. What else would you 
call it? 

I think the truth not only will but should out. If Lem has not let the Polish 
government in on his money game, then they should know, and perhaps this is 
how best to bring it and him to their attention. Poland is a proud country, and | 
doubt if they would want Lem’s rather sordid money game to stain their reputa- 
tion. 

I’ve worked just about a month on this, Scott, by myself, and I hope it will 
pay off. I’ll let you know. Really, though, if we (and by “we” | mean SFWA, of 
course) are going after crooks here, then we should go after crooks there . . . .Poli- 
tics don’t matter; a rip-off is a rip-off. But | needed the proof, in his letters to me, 
to show. I regret your decision, made without all the facts, to withhold the letters | 
passed on to you, but | guess it can’t be helped. If you change your mind and send 
them to me, they will go to the correct, specific government agency which wanted 
to see them. To help us all. 

[It needs to be said again—-since the reader may not be familiar with the subtle- 
ties of international publishing in the 1970s—that Dick is simply wrong about this. 
Lem told him the truth: with very few exceptions, western authors could not get royal- 
ties except in Polish currency, and even then only once they were already in Poland. 
Dick's misunderstandings about Lem and about the “missing” copies of his Doubleday 
book apparently led him to try to replace his literary agent, Scott Meredith, after a 22- 
year relationship. The letter that follows is to another literary agent who handled s-f 
authors. —Ed. ] 

Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ROBERT P MILLS, literary agent] May 2, 1974 
Dear Mr. Mills: 


This is a hasty note to confirm re our phone conversation of today. 

Scott grossed over $19,000 for me last year, which shows what a terrific agent 
he is. And for me, a science fiction writer, this is not bad at all, I would say. 

Especially amazing is the fact that my novel previous to FLOW MY 
TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, my current Doubleday one, came out in 
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1969; nothing until now. During that period | lost my wife and little daughter 
and did over a full year of research for A SCANNER DARKLY, which I men- 
tioned to you on the phone. Now I am remarried, with a little boy baby named 
Christopher. And busily working once more at my typewriter, not doing research 
or making speeches. 

I am looking forward to our business relationship with eagerness and delight. 
And fairly soon | will be in touch, as soon as possible. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
Member SFWA 


[TO RICHARD M. NIXON] May 2, 1974 
Dear Mr. President: 


For almost one full year I have been personally upset by the ordeal you’ve 
been going through. | always felt very badly about it, and a couple of weeks ago | 
couldn’t stand it any longer and wrote you, saying you deserved a good night's 
sleep. 

Now the transcripts are being published that you turned over the other day. | 
can't believe it, what you’ve said and done that they show. No wonder you haven't 
been able to sleep. 

] still think you are a man and should be treated with respect, but evidently 
you have done dreadful things, and the worst of all is your attitude of being so 
cruel and harsh and gross. Certainly no U.S. President should be made of such 
stuff. Lincoln, who | thought you as being like, was completely different. He never 
lied, and lied, and lied. 

| hope that the Impeachment process removes you from office, and then | 
think I'll leave the U.S.A., my country, in shame. Not at the Impeachment process 
but at what our President has been shown to be like. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Even the ribbon of my typewriter is suffering in the writing of this letter; it 
won't ink properly. This is no fun for us, Mr. President, for none of us whom 
you've treated this way. If you feel such contempt for us, how can we feel anything 
good back for you? 
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[TO EDGAR DICK] May 2, 1974 
Dear Dad, 


[ am not going to be as charitable toward you in my letter as Tessa was in 
hers. | am merely going to acquaint you with reality. 

The main reason why we have been trying to get together with you and build- 
ing up to it through letters for a good time now, is that I felt you were entitled to 
see your only grandson before you passed on. Otherwise I would have felt guilty 
about it, and justly so. On our trip to San Francisco in 1972 Chrissy did not even 
exist. So the motivation to see you was not there. 

It is a natural impulse in most grandfathers to wish to see their sole grandson, 
who is with us so far only a few months on this earth, a baby boy, lovely and alive 
with happiness, a joy to all who know him. 

Our Savior felt strongly about the needs of children. In our case here it is the 
just need to span the continuity of the generations, so that life, Chrissy’s life, can 
go on as intended. (What needs I have toward you are secondary.) 


“In that hour the disciples came near to Jesus and said: ‘Who 
really is greatest in the kingdom of the heavens?’ So, calling a young 
child to him, he set it in their midst and said: “Truly I say to you, 
Unless you turn around and become as young children, you will by 
no means enter into the kingdom of the heavens. Therefore, who- 
ever will humble himself like this young child is the one that is the 
greatest in the kingdom of the heavens; and whoever receives one 
such young child on the basis of my name receives me also. But who- 
ever stumbles one of these little ones who put faith in me, it is more 
beneficial for him to have hung around his neck a millstone such as 
is turned by an ass and to be sunk in the wide, open sea.” Matthew 


18:1-6. 


Later, when Chrissy asks what you were like, I shall not tell him you returned 
the pictures of him. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
(Your son) 
[TO CHARLES E. WIGGINS] May 3, 1974 


Dear Congressman Wiggins: 


As a resident of Orange County | have been receiving—with pleasure and 
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satisfaction—your “Special Report.” As I wrote to your local office here, your 
clear presentation of the issues is masterly, and a boon to us all. 

In regards to the National Security issue raised by the President and dis- 
cussed by you (on the final page of Volume 8 Number 2, April, 1974) you so clar- 
ify, and rightly, this complex issue that I can see for the first time that the basic 
problem involved is this: that our President has, in effect, without formal notice, 
suspended the Writ of Habeas Corpus in invoking this catch-all method of cloak- 
ing governmental covert activities. People find their houses entered, their files 
opened by force, documents studied and even taken, without due process, and as | 
recall from my history textbooks in school, this was one of our main complaints 
against the Crown in Colonial Days—hence the Constitutional provisions against 
such search-and-seize without due process. 

To me, the issue is clear; we seem to have gone back to the days when the 
redcoats could either break down our doors in the night and search for indications 
of “treason,” or now, with the more modern electronic methods, they could and in 
actuality can enter without a warrant and hide bugs, etc., take pictures, etc. 

Clearly, we must turn the issue over to Congress, as you so aptly and in such 
lucid prose lay forth in your Special Report. We cannot have the Executive 
Branch doing this any more and still remain a free American Republic; our found- 
ing fathers must be furious with us for letting this come about. 

Thank you again. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO DIANE CLEAVER] May 3, 1974 


Dear Diane: 


As you may know, I am Guest of Honor at the Westercon this year, in Santa 
Barbara. The problem has arisen that they wish—naturally—to lay in a fairly good 
size stock of FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID to sell there, which 
will benefit us all. Or perhaps I should say “would have,” if they can’t, as they feel 
now, order it because of the disappearance of the 2,500 remaining copies. 

I should tell them something, I guess, but what do I know? They know the sit- 
uation, as far as Tessa and | knew it last Saturday when Tessa talked to one of 
their committee at the Nebula Awards. You can see how difficult this is becoming 
for me, due to the loss of the books. So what should I tell them? I am soon going 
to be writing them and ought to mention it; if they can’t get TEARS maybe they 
can get one or more other books, such as the reissue of MAN IN THE HIGH 
CASTLE and the two other older ones from Berkley, which will be out by then. 

But I’d much prefer—and I’m sure you would—if they could get TEARS. 

I am enclosing a carbon of my letter to Locus of this date, for you to read, 
since it concerns this situation. In fairness to you, I think you should see it 
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before/if they print a portion; that way, if I’m in error at any point, you can inform 
me and thereby them, or you could write them direct. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 3, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


Just one more point about Doubleday being unable to ship to book dealers 
on FLOW MY TEARS from April first on. 

The novel was released in February. Out here, some dealers could not get 
delivery date before late February—as late as Feb. 23rd. In less than one month, 
after a print-and-bind run (if Diane can be relied on) of 7,500 copies, dealers out 
here—those same dealers—could not order on it. Let’s say that at the maximum 
the book was “unavailable” from Doubleday less than two months after it came 
out. And Doubleday is not sure it is going to print any more copies. 

Okay. Vertex Magazine, a magazine, is on the stands longer than that. At 
Trader Joe’s grocery market up the street from me (since it comes out six times a 
year). AMAGAZINE AVAILABLE TO THE RETAIL DEALER LONGER 
THAN A HARDBACK NOVEL, and Doubleday promised, in print, to keep its 
authors’ books in print a year minimum. 

Viewed this way, Scott, we have been burned. God knows how many sales 
we've lost since March 27th. Perhaps more than 2,500. It goes from any given rea- 
sonable number to infinity, depending on how many dealers tried to order it & 
how many. 

I’ve now written to Diane trying to buy $25 worth of copies of it for myself, 
which according to my contract with them [| get any time it is in print at trade dis- 
count price. Can they comply? They had damn well better be able to, or they are 
in default on that clause alone. 

I want this settled reasonably, but look, Scott: | do not intend for the next 
novel of mine which they have, ASCANNER DARKLY, to share the same (or 
worse) fate: to disappear after three or four weeks—forever. This is dreadful. Most 
paperbacks are available longer ...as is Vertex Magazine. 

Point that out to them, please. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Just to give one other example of where I’m hit financially—Dr. Willis McN- 
elly and other members of the John W. Campbell Memorial Awards Committee 
(which includes Brian Aldiss who is very favorably inclined toward my writing, as 
you know; he sold us MARTIAN TIME-SLIP in the U.K. recently)—-how are 
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they to get copies to read and hence to vote? And the award, as I recall, pays $500 
cash with it, as well as the honor. 

Dr. McNelly wanted to read a copy and I told him I'd give him one. I guess 
he’s still waiting, because I don’t have one to give him. 

I managed to buy two retail, at $6.95 each, and don't have them already. 
One I sent to Robert Heinlein. 

It’s picked up two Nebula votes already, more than I ever got on any piece, 
book or otherwise, before! In the first two months it’s been out! So it stands—or 
stood—one hell of a chance. 

I went over to Cal State Fullerton on the weekend two weeks ago to be on a 
panel for the J. W. Campbell Memorial Awards presentations—to do a little log- 
rolling, you see, for TEARS (against my doctor’s advice). But now, hell—why did 
I do it, if they can’t get TEARS? I figure I’d better start adding up what Doubleday 
owes me, unless they print another edition, and fast. There is a time factor in this, 
as everyone in the business knows. This will not wait! 


[TO THE WALL STREET JOURNAL] May 4, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


Your attractive presentation by Jude Wanniski in “When Did the President 
Know?” in which Mr. Wanniski concludes, “This is why the President will not be 
impeached. He may not be ‘innocent,’ but he is a thousand times ‘less guilty’ than 
the people have imagined him to be.” The extraordinary fallacy in this presenta- 
tion is the assumption that all the evidence is in. But the House Judiciary Commit- 
tee has already decided that these edited transcripts do not constitute complete 
evidence, and the Special Prosecutor realizes—and has said aloud—that in point 
of fact they are not evidence at all. 

My God, Mr. Wanniski; it is as if in going into court I, as the defendant, were 
allowed to hand the prosecution its evidence: its source would be me, and I would 
have the opportunity to edit, to lose, to alter, to change whatever I wished. The 
term for this is “self-serving,” which is what the Nixon transcripts are. And, since 
Mr. Wanniski must know this, with his legal background, then I must come to the 
conclusion that his presentation is self-serving, and in the same category as the 
transcripts: an elegant PR Job, to use the sort of terms which Mr. Nixon employs. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. And you cannot cross-examine a document. Which leaves its self-serving pur- 
pose intact. 
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[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 4, 1974 
Dear Scott: 


I have decided to discharge you as my agent, per the terms of our contract. 
This is the written notice which that contract requires me to mail you before the 
“fifteenth of the month,” which I assume is July fifteenth. It is in early July (I 
believe the seventh) that the contract is dated, 1952. 

For almost twenty-two years you have been my business agent, except for one 
brief period. I regret having to do this, but I think that both of us should go our 
separate ways for the good of each of us. 

It would please me if you would release me now, rather than on July seventh 
of this year; please let me know, in writing, if you will. Orherwise, let me know in 
writing if 1 am to be bound as your client until the seventh of July of this year. 

There are many good things which you have done for me over the years, and 
this is in truth the first time | have been displeased enough with you to in any gen- 
uine way consider doing this. In my opinion, the current combination of situations 
indicates that for my best interests this is by far the best choice: to discharge you, 
regretfully, and go over to another New York business agent who will from now on 
represent me in all matters. 

Let us hope that, on the part of both parties in this contractual issue, there is 
only good feeling. I will expect written confirmation from you reasonably soon on 
this, so that I may legally and ethically turn to my new friend. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 5, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


I’m sure that by now you have received my letter in which I formally inform 
you that I am discharging you as my agent, after almost twenty-two years. How- 
ever, we will still be doing business together—as you know—on previous material 
which you sold and which therefore you still represent in further, future spin-off 
sales. So for both our sakes we will maintain a cordial and working relationship, 
correct? Which will endure although | will soon have a new agent. He, of course, 
will only be representing me as we have new material to take to market. 

The matter with Doubleday was, as they say, the straw that destroyed the 
camel totally. I had been very unhappy since the time of the sale of DO 
ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? to Herb Jaffe, because Jack Scovil 
phoned me and said, “I know you have someone out there interested in the prop- 
erty, but we'd like to go ahead with our deal that we’ve got on it,” and | naturally 
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in good faith said okay, and you did, and then the chick here who I’d been work- 
ing through phoned me in excitement and said, “Congratulations! My producer 
tells me he bought SHEER” And this was long before I even saw the contract. So | 
knew then that “your deal” which Jack talked up so was the deal that I had 
patiently worked on—as for instance by spending an entire day autographing 
books and buttering up this chick, who reads for U.A. in the S-F area... 

On page one of your May | letter you fulminate at length about my foolish- 
ness and what my doctor might tell me about my high blood pressure as a result of 
such actions on my part, and such concerns. It will interest you, then, since you 
have entered this topic and given your opinion, to know that after I contacted 
another agent, a very good one whom | have known many years, and he and | 
came to an agreement, and | wrote you informing you that your services will no 
longer be wanted or needed, that the next day the weekly pressure-reading 
showed my pressure way down and completely safe. It is the holding back legiti- 
mate anger that raises blood pressure, not the release, to the proper party, of that 
correct indignation. 

Scott, you cannot solve a complex and difficult problem, a very serious prob- 
lem, such as the PKD-Lem problem and the both-of-us versus Doubleday (if this 
is a fair way to state it) by coming down hard on me. | didn’t budge; I discharged 
you, studied my Doubleday contract, and requested an audit. Later, | may hire a 
New York bookkeeper and do some more auditing. We will see. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO PRINCIPAL, CARSON HIGH SCHOOL] May 5, 1974 
Dear Sir: 


As one of the many science fiction authors in the Southern California area, | 
was invited to Carsacon ’74, the science fiction fair which you held yesterday, May 
4th, Saturday, in the charge of Mr. Tim Finney. This letter is to commend Mr. 
Finney in the strongest possible terms for putting the fair on in the first place, and, 
second but in no way less important, doing such a bang-up job of it. 

All my colleagues there—and Mr. Finney, whom I had never met before, 
managed to ensnare some of the finest in this area, if not in the world—enjoyed 
themselves. What is more, they put forth all they had in a fashion I have never 
seen them do before. It came from their hearts, as well as their heads. I believe 
this was because the kids simply charmed them, charmed us, I mean, because I 
was one of them, and will remember that day the rest of my life. Never have I seen 
my distinguished colleagues do so much with such delight, myself included. A 
spirit of warmth and joy filled us all. In my opinion, this came from the kids them- 
selves, and they should get the credit. 


THE SELECTED LETTERS(OFR PHILIP K.-DICGK 85 


In particular, I recall these kids who aided us and illuminated us with their 
total devotion—as well as totally professional skills: 

Jeff, a tall black guy; he kept everything going. 

Kathy, who wore a yellow cape; she was my personal guide and made me feel 
at home instantly. 

Kathleen Travers, who wore white boots; she gave the whole affair the air of 
dignified beauty, with her smile especially. 

Jeannie Wayman, who looked so adult that we authors felt like obedient chil- 
dren, and knew to do what we were told. 

Vicki Ford; in her long black gown she was a perfectly polished hostess, ready 
to see to every guest’s needs and problems. 

The technical crew, who brought in a new sound system as soon as the previ- 
ous one (as they always do) gave trouble. 

I] am not sure if even Mr. Finney, who tells me he has never put on such an 
affair before, realizes how excellently his people performed, and how well-planned 
and executed it all was. We were given rides there, if needed; met by skilled 
guides; given each of us a list of where we had to be, when and for what; the 
lunch was out of this world; every student was thoughtful and kind—let me say 
this, Mister Principal: | have gone to many science fiction functions, including sev- 
eral of the Annual World Conventions, to the Westercons, to the Science Fiction 
Writers of America Nebula Awards Ceremonies, to the John W. Campbell, Jr. 
Memorial Awards; I was Guest of Honor at the Second Annual Vancouver S-F 
Convention in 1972; I was even Official Guest at the Faculty Club at the Univer- 
sity of British Columbia and stayed “where the Queen stayed and was treated, 
served and cared for as she was,” and at none of these functions was I treated as 
well and as professionally as | was yesterday at Carson High. And you had a huge 
turn-out of students. 

One spin-off of this is that—and this proves my point—it brought me and 
my author colleagues closer together. Ray Bradbury mentioned it aloud, before the 
mike, saying, almost regretfully, “I wish I had gotten to know my writer friends bet- 
ter over the years,” and later he asked me where I lived and about visiting. The 
fact that it brought us all together—and we see one another constantly at func- 
tions and conventions—is proof of the warmth and kindness shown us, even a 
sort of protectiveness toward us, lest we stumble. 

Thank you so much, and please for me and I’m sure all my colleagues thank 
Mr. Finney—and especially the students who planned this and who carried it out, 
with special attention, if you will, to those named above who so impressed me that 
I recall (I hope) their names. It was a delight and a treat, and we got many good, 
serious things said ...and it restores my faith that such gatherings can work, a 
faith which was flickering out. Because there have been disasters recently in S-F 
gatherings, and many of us had begun to give up. You, and especially the alert, 
kind students, so many of whom stand out so clearly in our minds, restored our 
faith not only in ourselves but in science fiction. Our faith in youth had never 
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dimmed, but it is nice to receive from youth an attentiveness and thoughtfulness 
which, alas, older people are no longer gracious enough or able enough to extend. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO MALCOLM EDWARDS] May 5, 1974 


Dear Malcolm, 


... As you can see, this letter is full of typos, and the reason is sheer fatigue. 
The cause of the fatigue is one of the oddest stories in my life as a writer; an event 
occurred which makes no sense and has, in fact, been denied by my publisher here 
of TEARS as having happened at all, so bizarre it is. ] will tell you and let you pon- 
der it, since you have read the novel, and know what it deals with. 

[He proceeds to tell the story of the 2500 missing copies of FLOW MY TEARS—Ed.] 

... What I have done is, in disgust, to fire my agent, who has represented me 
for almost twenty-two years. Then | have, by the terms of my contract on FLOW 
MY TEARS, asked for an accounting from Doubleday, on all my books. 

The position I am in is that it is my word against Doubleday’s, and as with all 
phone conversations there is no record, unless one was taken illegally, which 
wasn't done in this case. | think I caught them zigging when they had meant to 
zag, as we Say, and it made everyone, my agent included, furious. My reasons for 
firing him are obvious. Without any certain knowledge of who was telling the 
truth, me or Doubleday, he should have at least stayed neutral. And | am his cli- 
ent; I pay his salary. He is supposed, in theory, to be working for me, for my inter- 
ests. It would appear he is not. 

Whether there is any political suppression of the book involved, because it 
deals with a United States which has become a police tyranny, I don’t know. 
Frankly I doubt it. | think money is involved. Most of what I used to think were 
games played for ideological reasons have over the years turned out to be played 
for money—like great poker games rather than power games. The U.S., I guess, is 
one vast Texas. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. This is a hard lesson to leam—you keep hoping something more is at stake— 
& it’s always just money. 
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[TO ALAN CRANSTON] May 6, 1974 


Dear Senator Cranston: 


Excuse me for writing badly but I am not used to writing to people in Wash- 
ington. I thought they knew what they were doing, so I didn’t bother them. 
Enclosed is a letter which appeared today in the Los Angeles Times which 
expresses my own misery and despair and shame. Mr. Pitts evidently teaches at a 
high school. I hope he doesn’t give up but hangs in there. 

At the end of the opera “Boris Godunov” by Mussorgsky there is this passage, 
which certainly applies to us now in America: 


SIMPLETON: 

Gush forth, gush forth, bitter tears! 

Weep, weep, true-believing soul! 

Soon the enemy will come and darkness will fall! 
Black darkness, unfathomable! 

Woe, woe to Russia! (Make that the U.S.A., Senator.) 
Weep, weep, Russian people, starving people... 
—his voice tails away uncertainly. 


END OF OPERA— 


Isn't this us now and our country, what with what our President is and has 
done? And I used to support him; I felt, God forbid, sorry for him. (I live in 
Orange County; we feel sorry for him here, or did. Now, in the store the other day, 
my wife heard someone say, “I’l! be going abroad, and | intend to say that I’m from 
Canada, not from the U.S.” And the clerk nodded in understanding.) 

Weep, weep, true-believing soul... we have been done in by a nasty little 
child who played cruel games with us, and destroyed us, to our endless shame. | 
only hope that you and your colleagues can do something to rectify this, to bring 
on justice, the sort which poor Russia never got. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


ENCLOSURE: Letter in the L.A. Times from a Mr. Calvin Pitts. 


[TO MARK & JODIE HURST] May 6, 1974 
Dear Mark and Jodie, 


Thanks for your really extraordinary and lovely letter. Today I sent you a 
copy of MARTIAN TIME-SLIP but since the book is out of print I regret to say 
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that it is a used copy that a friend of mine picked up for me...I would have pre- 
ferred to pick up a new copy for you. Come to think of it, ] would prefer it if we all 
could pick up new copies, since | consider it to be my best novel. 

It will soon be published in England in probably a good edition. Anyhow, | 
inscribed the copy I mailed to you. 

Your letter was neat-o (oops—there | go, talking in a non-formal way; sorry). 
On Saturday ] addressed ONE THOUSAND HIGH SCHOOL KIDS at a S-F 
Convention at a high school in L.A. County. Can you feature in your head what 
it’s like to be sitting there and take off your shades and see ONE THOUSAND 
HIGH SCHOOL KIDS LOOKING AT YOU AND WAITING FOR YOU TO 
SAY SOMETHING? What a trip. Spinrad, Sturgeon, Bradbury, van Vogt etc. 
were there, too, fortunately. 

With MARTIAN TIME-SLIP I sent you a snapshot taken at the photo-ses- 
sion at the high school; it’s a bit blurred, but you will see a little teenybopper with 
me, smiling a lot. 

Two apes were there from “The Planet of the Apes,” the chick and dude 
who designed the ape costumes. The girl—zounds, | hope it was the girl! —kissed 
me. 

An old girlfriend of mine showed up and I introduced her to all the teach- 
ers (not to the students, though) as my wife (my real wife was at home wonder- 
ing if | was Up To No Good, which I was). Naturally all the teachers believed 
me and told Linda Bastanchury to hustle me out of bed real early to speak at 
their classes, and she said yes she would. At least she didn’t tell them | was 
lying; she just walked off silently afterward, being a class chick. I forget why I do 
things like that. 

The kids are more grown up than I was in high school. It was a Saturday and 
they didn’t have to be there. Also, each paid $2.00, and it was better run than any 
“adult” convention of S-F people. 

I will save your letter, and reread it with enjoyment. Mark, have you thought 
about going into writing? (Send a photo of you both, if you could; I always want to 
see visually what people look like who dig my stuff.) 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO LAWRENCE ASHMEAD, editor-in-chief, May 7, 1974 
Doubleday & Company] 


Dear Larry: 
Just a note here to give you some reassurance that my outrage over the two 


sets of figures given me by Diane is not new; when | was a retail buyer in the 
record business I felt the same way. 
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Our problem there was the huge chains who bought directly from the manu- 
facturer and bypassed the wholesaler with whom we, as a small retailer, had to 
deal. So the chains, like The Music Box out here, got a lower price than we could 
get (I see Music Box selling a pop LP hit for $2.98, whereas a single retail store 
must ask $4.98. The single retail outlet may pay more himself than Music Box 
sells it to its customers for!). 

This is why I left the record business. I had a chance to go into A & R at 
Capitol in Hollywood but declined; I felt there was so much payola and the above 
which cheated the little retailer that ] wanted nothing to do with it. 

] had hoped the book business was different. “Hope” is the word, not 
“expect.” I guess it’s the same. 

Here is my paradigm. Let us say that Dogshit Books & Co., Inc., on Park 
Avenue, puts out a book. The release date is Feb 1. Now, the retailer has those 
Dogshit salesmen come in and give him a lot of flak talk about how good say 
FLOODS OF TEARS, THE RIPPED-OFF AUTHOR SAID, by Chipdip K. Kill, 
who is making a comeback at long last, is, and he orders two copies—the last of 
the big time spenders. This order is eventually shipped from his jobber; if he is in 
California the jobber is in Fresno, where the warehouse is. 

Meanwhile, a huge book-chain called Wetback-Pissant orders 2,500 copies. 
They order direct from Dogshit Books’ warehouse near the secret CIA GHQ in 
Virginia which carries the cover ident of WATER PURIFICATION DISTRICT! 
NO ADMITTANCE WITHOUT SECURITY CLEARANCE AND CLEAN 
FEET! Wetback-Pissant Retailers & Ye Olde Bookoutlet gets a much better price 
break than the single outlet retailer, but they also order many more. They may 
even get it sooner; i.e. get shipped to first, the ordinary small retailer waiting... 
and waiting ...and waiting, until maybe February 27, which is one month after 
Wetback-Pissant received it in their warehouses. Because you see they own their 
own warehouses; they are wholesalers-retailers in one. 

Dogshit Books is satisfied because they have just unloaded 2,500 copies of 
FLOODS OF TEARS, and they offer a 100% return to Wetback-Pissant. On Dog- 
shit Books’ business office records (the real ones) they note: 7,500 copies printed, 
and then the number sold through regular channels, which say is around 4,700 
and on which they are willing to pay the author Chipdip K. Kill his royalties. How- 
ever—and this is a big however. Suppose Wetback-Pissant returns the whole god- 
dam 2,500? Dogshit Books & Co. Inc. would be up the creek. So these are not 
indicated as “sold” books, and no royalties are paid. 

Later, about half the 2,500 copies are returned (maybe Wetback-Pissant gets 
a better price break if their returns occur within a 90 day period; I’m just guessing, 
here). That suddenly puts about 1,200 copies back into Dogshit Books’ own ware- 
house over by the water purification district with the TRESPASSERS BEWARE! 
signs everywhere, much like Owl’s house. Wetback-Pissant has kept/sold about 
1200 copies, but how can Dogshit Books & Co. Inc. pay royalties on them to 
Chipdip K. Kill, and also, why should they, since Kill is unaware of all this any- 
how, being involved in trying to get his next novel done to earn yet another tiny 
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sum to buy food for himself, his wife and 8 month old baby? Why not let it be said 
that: only 6,500 copies, not 7,500 copies were printed; that takes care of just 
about all that Wetback-Pissant bought, and the remaining amount, well, there are 
B.O.s which will take care of that (for the sake of creating the paradigm I am 
rounding this off, you see). 

Ol’ Chipdip is out his royalties on 1,000 copies, or $700, but he won’t know 
because he doesn’t know anything but what he’s told, and everyone knows that ol’ 
Chipdip believes what he’s told, by his ex-wife, his lawyer, his sister’s cat, his 
agent, and especially Dogshit Books & Co. Inc. And, wonder of wonders, ol’ 
Chipdip is delighted to learn that his book IS SELLING EXTRAORDINARILY 
WELL (his agent told him that). So he is delighted! Wow! He gets a whole nuther 
thou! (His wife, who as in a Thurber fable, does figures on paper and not in her 
head, figures it as more like $1,125. But either way he is happy because he didn’t 
know the public liked him so much; they never did before). 

Actually, the public liked him to the tune of over 1,000 copies more, but he 
won't know, nor will he know that Wetback-Pissant holding 2,500 and 4,700 sell- 
ing out of 7,500 printed left the Dogshit warehouse empty for at least a month, so 
the little guy retailer couldn't order, and so many sales were lost. But Wetback-Piss- 
ant made up for that by having copies of FLOODS OF TEARS coming out of the 
woodwork. 

Unfortunately, ol’ Chipdip K. Kill one day happened to phone Dogshit Books 
& Co. Inc. and talked to his editor, Dingbat Clapper who had just wandered in 
from lunch with colored bubbles in front of her eyes, and her secretary, who 
explained always what was what, because Ms. Clapper had never been what you 
call a speed reader in grade school, wasn’t back yet. So the nearsighted but well- 
meaning Ms. Clapper had to go rummage about for the sales figures on FLOODS 
OF TEARS which is what ol’ Chipdip wanted, much to Ms. Clapper’s befuddled 
surprise. 

Ms. Clapper, needless to say, gave the real print-run figures, and then blurted 
out the news about 2,500 “unaccounted for,” and history was made. The next 
thing she knew, she was upstairs in the boss’ office. 

But | digress. | have entered fiction, and left the paradigm. 

Anyhow, after that (in the novel I am going to write about the milk busi- 
ness, as | told Scott) ol’ Chipdip’s agent, Skim Morewithit, got into it and with 
vast indignation informed ol’ Chipdip as to who the (deleted) did he think he 
was, talking to Dogshit Books and worse, about Dogshit Books like that? Quot- 
ing figures that he, Chipdip, could not have heard (Mr. Skim Morewithit did 
not say how he knew that ol’ Chipdip could not have heard the figures, but Mr. 
Morewithit—or Skim, as Chipdip was later to call him affectionately—was posi- 
tive, and made it clear that he thought that ol’ Chipdip might shove off unex- 
pectedly if he continued talking like that) (“Didn’t your doctor warn you about 
the grave danger to your physical health if you get so upset about these things 
that are only in your mind anyhow?” Skim shouted in a quickly put-together let- 
ter to Chipdip). 
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Chipdip K. Kill thought it over, talked to several informed parties, including 
retail dealers, SFWA officers, an accountant, read his contract, had his wife read 
it, and then fired his agent and had Dogshit Books audited. 

Later on, Chipdip will begin his fiction type 80,000 [word] piece about this, 
called AN AUTHOR-SKINNER SMARTLY. It will tell about how Dogshit Books 
(under a fake name, though, to avoid a counter suit—“counter suit” because he 
may sue Dogshit Books for criminal fraud, depending on what one of the informed 
parties, an attorney, told him for openers), colluded with a big-time crummy liter- 
ary agent and so forth—much of the above, the names changed to protect the 
guilty. 

However, he has one problem. No publisher will buy it and no agent will 
offer it to the market. He will have to print it in his basement, himself, with his 
wife setting type by hand, and his baby selling the bound copy. 

Or he can accept the several invitations from foreign countries such as Swe- 
den and France and the U.K. and Canada and Australia and go there and publish 
there and tell the U.S. publishing industry to go—deleted. Well, he can let them 
read about it in AN AUTHOR-SKINNER SMARTLY, published in Denmark, 
but circulated everywhere. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] May 7, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


I am forced to see this Peter Fitting and his group, either Friday or Saturday, 
including the foreign national who speaks no English and has an interpreter. This 
change of plan bothers me because | don’t want to see them, as I wrote you, but 
anyhow | have made the following arrangements to counter anything weird they 
might do or be: on Saturday next, when they show up here, | will have here a 
reporter from the Santa Ana Register with tape recorder; this is a right wing news- 
paper, beyond reproach, so if there is trouble we will have a witness and a tape and 
some muscle. 

This seems to me to be the lesser of the two evils; if I don’t see this Fitting 
and his group, then they will have Norman Spinrad at their mercy, and Norman 
has asked me to show up in some fashion, to give him some assistance. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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(TO BRUCE MCALLISTER] May 7, 1974 


Dear Bruce, 


Yes, I would be glad to speak to both your classes, the one at 7-8 p.m. and the 
other from 8-9 a.m. on May 20th. 

As regards getting to the first—i.e. early morning—one, is there any chance 
one of the students could swing by and pick me up? Or maybe you could. I have 
choke trouble on my car. Later in the day it’s okay, so the evening class is okay. 

The real reason is that when I’m that sleepy so early I can’t drive too well and 
hit things. And s-f writers usually see a lot of Things, so it’s okay and we can miss 
them, but early in the morning we don’t see the Things and so hit them. Okay? 

Also, I need the money because | fired my agent, whom I now call Skim 
Morewithit rather than you know who, and | have audited Doubleday Books & 
Co Inc. 

I] won't tell you what | call them. 

Tessa had a good time, and probably didn’t notice if you stopped talking. | 
stopped long ago. 

Last Saturday I spoke to 1,000 high school kids. They made airplanes out of 
teachers and sailed them at me, but I ducked. 

So let me know which pretty student (girl) is going to pick me up, and YOU 
JUST GOTTA HAVE COFFEE AT SUCH AN UNGODLY HOUR AS EIGHT 
A.M. ORI WILL FALL ASLEEP OR WORSE. I won't say what the “or worse” 
is. Nice seeing you at Ruben’s and am looking forward to seeing you again. By the 
way—MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE has been republished by Berkley; going to 
put it on your required reading list? We will discuss that. 

Say hello to Caroline for me; I like her, she is neat. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO WILLY BRANDT, West German chancellor] May 7, 1974 
Lieber Herr: 


Mein Deutsch kommt von Hoch Schule; dabei spricht Ich es nicht so gut. 
Sondern will Ich Ihnen sagen: sei mit uns, und fir uns, bitte. Wir brauchen Sie 
sehr. Sie sind ein Kampfer fiir Freiheit; ohne Ihnen sterben wir. Unsere Seelen am 
Erste. 

Besonders die Jiinglinae brauchen Sie, fiir die Zukunft. Selbst, hab’ Ich einen 
kleine Knab—nur 9 Monaten alt. Wo wird er wohnen, waren Sie am Ende zu 
kommen? Kampfen Sie noch weiter—bitte, Lieber Herr Chancellor, fiir die ganze 
Welt, fiir alle Menschen. Bitte. 
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Wir glauben doch in Ihnen, und warten, dasz Sie weider zuriick kommen 
werden. 

Als Gott ist mit uns—Ich weiss dieses gewiss. Danke sehr, und hab Mut. Und 
Starkheit. Wir bleiben mit Ihnen doch. 


Dein Amerikaner Freund, 

Philip K. Dick 
PS. Vielleicht verstehe Ich—die Communists haben Sie—wie sagt man? Ein 
Schwert in dem Hintern (Ich weisz das Wort nicht.) Ach—lhrer Freund—lhrere 
Freunde haben Sie zum Tot gebracht, nicht wahr? Und es schmerz so viel .. . aber 
die Communists, sie tun wie dieses wieder und wider, und lachen. Kopf hoch, mein 
Herr, und lachen Sie zuriick. Der Herr Gott ist immer mit. 


[TO MARGITA E. WHITE, Assistant Director, United May 8, 1974 
States Information Agency] 


Dear Ms. White: 


I’ve received your letter of May 6, and am delighted that the USIA might be 
able to use my abilities in some fashion. 

This letter is to enclose an Italian appraisal of me and my work which is accu- 
rate enough, and done without any participation in the appraisal on my part, so 
that you can use it as a partial basis to form an idea of what | do and to whom | 
might best appeal. 

I might add, vis-a-vis this enclosure, that last weekend I spoke on three panels to 
almost one thousand Los Angeles high school age kids, plus teachers; my appeal 
does—as this enclosure suggests—seem to be primarily to those in the teenge bracket. 


Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


Enc: Bio sheet from REDIVIVI S.p.A. by Philip K. Dick, published 1972 by 
dall’Oglio (Andromeda series, Italy). 


[TO PETER W. RODINO] May 8, 1974 


Dear Congressman Rodino: 


Respectfully, | would like to draw your attention to the enclosed carbon: a let- 
ter which I sent to the Los Angeles Times two days ago. 

This is Orange County where | live, and at one time I supported Mr. Nixon. 
Well, the letter | hope speaks for itself. 
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What has made Mr. Nixon’s stand all the more a disgrace is the noble reac- 
tion by Willy Brandt to a scandal in his government. The contrast highlights the 
lack of stature of our own leader. 

Thank you, sir, and at this time, with a deep shuddering breath, I wish to cast 
my vote, that of a private citizen, for the on-going impeachment process. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Enc: Letter to L.A. Times by PKD dated 5/6/74. 


{TO EDITORS, SIGNET BOOKS] May 8, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 

Some while ago Doubleday informed me that my Signet novel DO 
ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? would be reissued, and at a flat 
ten percent royalty basis. This is very exciting, and comes in conjunction with a 
major movie option on the novel. 

What comes to my mind is that your original advance was fairly substantial— 
as I recall, $9,500, and in 1972 David Hartwell, in informal conversation with me, 
expressed doubt that the book would go beyond that advance in earnings. Now | 
am thinking, Maybe it has gone beyond that advance. The copy | have is marked 
“Third Printing,” but this tells me less than I would like to know. Could you tell 
me, please, how many copies your most recent charts show it having sold? I will 
avoid the problem of giving you a number, since I have seen several covers and 
numbers for it; please tally up all, if you will. My recollection of the contractual 
material is that the royalties only go up to ten percent above some huge figure .. . 1 
could dig around for the contract, but I'll bet you could tell me with less effort. 

By the way—the several covers I’ve seen are all extraordinarily good. It’s a 
nice clean edition and | thank you for it. So many people have told me they've 
read this particular novel of mine that I would have inferred from this alone that 
it has sold well, but nice high precise figures always please an author. 

A final point: my new Doubleday novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID has outsold by at least twice what any other hardback 
novel of mine ever did: over 5,000 copies right off the bat. And in the first 
month it received two Nebula recommendations. Avon has bid on it, and I was 
wondering if you were going to. If you haven't seen it, I’m sure Scott Meredith 
could supply you with a copy; I worked on it for three years and consider it my 
most “heavy” book. And a recent long Argosy review suggests that it is getting 
its punch across. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO DIANE CLEAVER] May 8, 1974 


Dear Diane: 


Thank you for your several letters. 

I will be happy to receive the copies of FLOW MY TEARS. On the other 
hand, the paperback resla—well, gosh, my typing suddenly went out. 

Let us simply say that when you compute what the DAW paperback will sell 
for, | got proportionally a smaller advance than | did on my first paperback resale 
which was on MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE over ten years ago. 

There seems little point to completing A SCANNER DARKLY, then, if the 
income is so slight. I will go back into the record business. (I’ve been discussing 
this with some people at one of the rock companies in Burbank, near here; sounds 
like fun, and it couldn’t begin to earn less.) 

I] suppose Doubleday is disappointed, too, since it gets half of what DAW 
(which is now Signet) pays. 

The previous Signet purchase was $9,500. 

You can hold the $500 which has gathered drop by drop from over five thou- 
sand copies sold. | estimate that it should be more like a thousand; when it gets up 
to that, I might be interested. Anyhow, I need the money now, for hospital bills, 
not possibly and sometime later. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Phil Farmer writes that he is voting a Nebula recommendation for TEARS 
and he believes “more will do so.” Ironic, correct? Correct. 


[TO RICHARD E. GEIS, Editor & Publisher, The Alien May 8, 1974 
Critic] 


Dear Dick, 


Just wanted to say that in England the S-F Journal Foundation seems to be fol- 
lowing your lead as a forum where all sorts of meaningful (and meaningless, as 
well) comments about S-F can appear and be read—throughout the world. 

Foundation admits that a certain rare courage is needed to do this. | think 
you have it, and I'd like to tell you this. 

] hear from people in England who cite The Alien Critic as the place where 
they read such-and-such, so you do get around. In my opinion you are doing an 
acutely valuable job, and Foundation is/will be doing so, too, in their country. 

While I’m writing you I might mention the new novel I’m considering writ- 
ing; it has to do with the phonograph record business, which | was involved with, 
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at the retail end, for over seven years. I guess I’ll make it a S-F novel, though, set- 
ting it in the future. My memory tapes (so to speak) have few if any gaps in them 
about my years in the record business, what with the rip-offs and payola. The 
small profits for the retailer, the huge chains that are wholesalers-retailers who 
crowd out the little guy. 

Provisionally, I will call the record company DOGSHIT RECORDS INC. 
(Or DRI, as they have now EMI, RCA, MCA, etc.) In my head I’ve blocked out 
the story of an android who has an agent who is another android, but neither 
knows the other is an invader. (There is a sort of mutual surprise ending, but the 
main thing is to lay forth the inner workings of an industry for our readership, in a 
novel of the sort I tend to write and they tend to read.) The musical artist’s agent 
is named (are you ready?) Skim Morewithit, and so forth. There are rip-offs of roy- 
alties, two sets of books, all the usual stuff you find today and yesterday in the 
record business. As to locale, I haven’t decided. Maybe on Jupiter, because it will 
be a (ahem) heavy novel. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ROBERT P MILLS] May 8, 1974 [never mailed] 
Dear Robert Mills: 


I thought I'd let you know that I have written Scott Meredith to tell him 
that, by the terms of the contract between us, dated July 7, 1952, I am abolishing 
that contractual relationship. ] ask that he release me now, but even if | am held 
until July 7 of this year it makes little difference, since | am a novelist. 

The royalties due me from Doubleday will in themselves buy back A SCAN- 
NER DARKLY, but I will wait a bit on this in any case. I have asked for an audit 
of Doubleday’s records regarding FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, 
and also, while I am at it, on all the books of mine they've done previously. This is 
because Doubleday in written form has given me different figures than those 
quoted to me on the phone by Ms. Cleaver. 

What would best serve you and me equally would be for me to get into a new 
novel entirely, and my years in the record business serve now to excite me to a cer- 
tain frenzy of creativity, which will beyond doubt, God willing, bring forth a totally 
new PKD novel. The enclosed carbon to Dick Geis expresses a somewhat whimsi- 
cal view of my proposed new novel—which I would hope you would find fit to 
market—but underlying the humor of this trial balloon there is deep seriousness. 
Geis will almost certainly publish the letter, and the entire world of S-F will know 
| have managed, in the dust and stacks of letters and carbon paper, once again to 
locate my typewriter. 

So I will be your client soon—again, God willing. I have told this glad news 
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no more. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


PS. I also have a short story, in rough ...I guess it may take me a while to finish ic, 
though. Depending on how I feel. Any where from next week to mid-July. 


Enc: Carbon of letter by PKD to Dick Geis, 5/8/74. 


[TO:PHIEIP JOSE FARMER] May 8, 1974 
Dear José, 
First, Mrs. Le Guin’s address is , Portland, Oregon. In my opinion 


she is the most wonderful person to talk to (save perhaps yourself) and also like 
you she writes outta sight letters. You can tell her | said so, but kindly rephrase so 
that J seem somewhat literate. 

I did get your letter, but due to my typewriter breaking I am behind in all my 
work, and also I spoke to ONE THOUSAND high school students last weekend, 
and they sailed teachers at me in the form of gliders. Enough said. 

I am working on the Hawthorne Abendsen story. The reissue of MAN IN 
THE HIGH CASTLE is out, by Berkley, and it is a neat-o edition. 

Thank you so much for your recommendation on TEARS. I will not win, 
which is the Wrong Attitude, but anyhow I wish to try, so your help is adored. 

Would seem you are involved with straaaange people in getting permissions 
on fake (ahem, fictional) authors. Well, | could have told you: it takes all kinds to 
make a world. 

I should be through with the Abendsen story soon, but sometimes I am plod- 
ding when I work; for which forgive me. 

Am furious because Dogshit Books peddled FLOW MY TEARS to DAW for 
the paperback for a total of $2,500. I figure I get about $500 less Skim 
Morewithit’s commission. By the way—I have fired ol’ Skim over various matters, 
and am auditing Dogshit Books. As soon as Dogshit Books received my formal let- 
ter to audit, via my contract, they notified me they’d sold TEARS to DAW... 
could our letters have crossed in the mail? On the other hand—just think: DON- 
ALD A. WOLLHEIM PRESENTS: 


WAR AND PEACE 
(and then very very tiny letters: 
by |. tolstoi) (squirrel agate.) 


Or: by squirrel agate. Or once ol’ Don called me in a blurb: Philip K. Novels. 
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I tell you, José, ] give up (how does one do that? I have lost the knack of giving 


up). 
I will be in touch soon re the Abendsen story. Let’s hope he has better luck 
than me and sells nothing to Dogshit Books & Co, Inc. 


Love, 
Phil 


[TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] May 8, 1974 


Dear Ursula, 


You will note that my E-key is dirty again. Therefore this will be a short letter. 

The other day I fired my agent Scott Meredith of 22 years duration and 
audited Doubleday. 

After that I did little if anything, being content to write to Congressman 
Peter Rodino telling him if the impeachment process did not take place I and my 
wife @ baby would emigrate to Denmark. 

After that I slept a while. 

Ursula, your letter is so kind, so sweet, and ] had a number of neat-o things 
to say back, but this little chick came over (they are now called “ladies.” One is to 
say, “I can’t stand that lady,” meaning some bubblegummer. It’s vital to get the 
argot of the day right). She was sore distressed because she had decided to spend 
the night with her best friend’s boyfriend and wanted to know when to tell her 
best friend, who is also her roommate. I told her, Tell her first. If you don’t, she will 
burst in on you. “Oh,” this chick—pardon, this little groovy lady—said, nodding. 
“I see; so that’s how you do it. You tell your best friend, then you sleep with her 
boyfriend.” I said, “Now you have the motes right.” She asked what a “more” was 
and I told her that a more was the amount of trouble you had when you got into 
this. “] want to be a good person,” she said, “but I feel ] have to do this.” I pointed 
out that her best friend is Irish, has red hair, goes for the scissors, goes completely 
mad with jealousy, and does this add up? She nodded sadly. “But tonight is the 
night,” she said. 

I think tonight is the night to impeach my agent, Doubleday, and so forth. 
Actually, Ursula, I wrote letters to three bad people in one day, mailing same: 

(one) Letter to Scott Meredith firing him. 

(two) Letter to my father telling him that Our Savior didn’t like him any 
more because he, my father, decided he didn’t want to see Christopher because 
he, my father, likes his dog better. I told him what Jesus said about that. Jesus used 
to get very angry when anyone “stumbled one of these little ones,” as He put it, 
and probably He still gets angry. Jesus, as you know, got angry rarely, but when He 
did, boy did He ever. 
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(three) Letter to Mr. Nixon telling him now I knew why he can’t sleep and | 
feel so much shame I want to go to Denmark forever. 

A girl that I know when I told her, pointed out that what if the three of 
them, my agent, my father and Richard Nixon band together and get me? What 
then? My answer is, They already did. For many years. 

Currently, | am just waiting until ten a.m. tomorrow when Peter Rodino says, 
“Here we go.” I hope they nail that person in the Oval Office for everything he 
has done. 

But I digress. 

So many people’s hearts have been broken, Ursula, because of the shame 
brought onto this country. You and I, we never supported him like the right wing- 
ers; they feel the worst, I think. The honest ones, like Hugh Scott. How Senator 
Scott must feel. “They used me,” he has said. How sad, how sad, how dreadful; 
how one wants to weep but has no tears any more, just anger. 

Was there ever a time like this? And they have compared Nixon to Lincoln. 
Not now, though. 

I am enclosing three photographs for you to examine which are sort of inter- 
esting, and on the back of each I tell what it is, sort of. 

MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE is out again, in a sleek new Berkley edition. 
Oh yes—guess who Dogshit Books & Co Inc. on Park Avenue sold FLOW MY 
TEARS to? DAW Books. For a farthing. Dogshit Books gets half the farthing, too. 
And then Skim Morewithit, my agent, gets 10% of my half of the farthing. 

] give up. Three years of work. 

Ursula, no one can be truly happy in this country until the slave masters 
have been driven out; it is freedom versus Rome again, the Roman slavery, but 
posed against it the one great good thing from Rome, too: its law. Its law will 
defeat its slave-state manifestation, I believe. 

Odd, the one good of Rome pitted against the basic evil of Rome. 

] am depressed by thinking, What if they don’t succeed in impeaching him 
and getting him out? Think how he and his cronies will laugh and talk gross and 
make out lists and use the IRS and the everything to pay us back. This is all or 
nothing; he is a dirty in-fighter, and gives no quarter. And never forgets. We must 
get him out, or he will get us all, one way or another. Perhaps by some perverse for- 
eign policy move that is so baroque that no one can unsnar! it. Beware his foreign 
policy moves; they are binding. 

I do pray to God, who knows what is going on and who is dealing His cards 
so fast and so expertly that evil is sinking and sinking... but the pain is great, is it 
not, even if we know evil must finally lose? 


Love, 


Phil 
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(TO EDITOR, MANOR BOOKS INC] May 9, 1974 
Dear Sir: 


Today from Doubleday I received copies of your new republishing of my 
novel NOW WAIT FOR LAST YEAR. 

This letter is to say, Wow, your edition (#12214) is about the best goddam 
edition in softback of any book of mine ever. Really, this is how a softback book 
should look. No peeled eyeballs (as Norman Spinrad calls them). No Bug Eyed 
Monsters. No violent Sex. Just fascinating, almost hypnotic—I think you'll draw 
in more readers with this than say Ace does with all its traditional covers put 
together. 

I do want to thank you so much, because there is nothing more dismal to an 
author than to receive at last his book and find that he can’t show it to anybody 
because they’ll laugh. No one will laugh at this; they will take this book seriously. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. I hope you tell your art department how much | think of their cover. Also, 
send name of girl who posed on cover, please, and phone number or anyhow 
address. 


[TO DIANE CLEAVER] May 9, 1974 
Dear Ms. Cleaver: 

I would like a list of all houses that bid on FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID for paperback reprint, and the amounts that they bid. | 


would like this list immediately. 


Thank you. 
Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] May 9, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Your dream about me is very disturbing. At least two different people who 
knew me well claimed in all seriousness there are two of me, and one guy swore 
that I had some kind of mental blocks against recalling whole segments of my life. 
What is more, recent psychotherapy I’ve had has disclosed that something like 
this is true! | have areas of amnesia which may involve as long as an entire year. 
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One time a friend and I were walking along and he ran into a chick he knew, 
and began to introduce me, and she said, “Oh, I know Phil Dick all right,” and 
then she described where she met me, and it was at a place I’d never been. I was 
quite frightened. My therapist says that I probably was there and did meet the 
chick, and have true amnesia, probably because something bad occurred. 

Also, in Canada when I was there I had strange dreams which now suggest | 
left Canada and returned to the U.S. and then flew back to Canada and have 
repressed the whole thing. 

I have, in therapy, recalled whole portions of my life which took place since 
1970 which I had blocked out. But the thing that pertains to your letter, i.e. to your 
dream, is that maybe during these intervals I am, so to speak, a different person. 

The chick that said she had met me, said she had met me at a black barbe- 
cue, and I never have been at a spade cat barbecue, so you can see what | mean. 

This one girl | knew whom I loved very much once swore to me that she was 
sure | could surface somewhere else and “be an entirely different person and lead 
a totally different life.” But it didn’t occur to her that I wouldn’t recall a previous 
life, or that segment later. 

In Canada while being interviewed on the air for an hour and a half the inter- 
viewer, who had never met me before, suddenly asked me if ] ever became differ- 
ent people. | got sort of scared. What is even more freaky is that one time years 
ago I woke up one night and saw a figure standing by my bed and I] recognized it 
as me. My wife suddenly woke up too and began screaming. | trying to soothe her 
kept saying over and over, “Ich bin’s,” which the next day I looked up in my Ger- 
man dictionary. It is the idiom for “It is I,” but 1 didn’t know that. Later on, up to 
now even, in fact more and more, under abrupt duress, I can only speak in Ger- 
man, and it isn’t the formal polite German | learned in high school, but rather a 
low or PlattDeutsch, very low class and vernacular, a sort of street German, and 
accurate—with precision, but no class. 

So you can see, your dream scares me. [ have no theory about this, none, and 
really don’t want to know one. I’ve had bad dreams, as Linda Ronstadt says, too 
many times ...in 1971, after the terrorist hit on my house in which my files were 
blown open and most of my papers looted, I lay in bed a whole week ...once a day 
this chick Kathy came by and saw to it I got food and my cats & dogs got food. I 
dreamed on and on about the Mexican city with square arrangements of streets 
and Yellow Cabs; now I have come down here to Fullerton, 600 miles to the south 
to live (that was in Marin County) and what I saw was Fullerton, and also Placen- 
tia, which is the barrio next to Fullerton. It is exactly what I saw, no doubt of it. 

Claudia, your dream implies there is an authentic PKD and an inauthentic 
me, which is probably the basic truth. “There were two Philip K. Dick’s—and | 
was talking to the wrong one,” to quote you. Well, I think there was a long-term 
split in me, not in the usual schizophrenic sense but in some time space contin- 
uum sense. | think that split has begun to heal, and in doing so, it allows “lost” 
memories to return. What is more accurate would be to say there is a superimposi- 
tion, like the A and B tracks in a stereo signal. Which blend. They were separate 
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in me all my life, and at last blend now, for the first time. But you can see what 
your narration of your dream has done to my head (or heads). Wow. 

] hope that what you finally meet is the authentic me, and not, as in your 
dream the “wrong” or inauthentic one. That inauthentic PKD evidently did 
things, went places, knew people over perhaps months and even a total of one full 
year, within the period from 1968 to last year ...only by having Tessa here to 
observe my amnesia, having another person to note my absolute blocks in recollec- 
tion—this is not a psychological disassociation, really, Claudia, or something like 
what is called multiple personality. 

Two years ago I found checks | had written that I did not recall, to people | 
knew but could not establish why I would have written them high-figure checks 
...and my handwriting was totally different. I took one to my bank officer and 
showed it to him. 

He informed me it was a forgery. Examined the check, then my signature 
card, proved it was not my handwriting. But it was. I had recalled writing that one. 
But only that one. 

He said “It’s evident to me that you did not write this.” 

Claudia, I have to go now, because | am scared. Also, my lunch is ready and 
maybe I’ve told you too much, but I sort of trust you and like you, and maybe 
you've seen deep into my soul, maybe more than most people, which I approve of. 
Only good people can do that. 


Love, 


Phil Dick 


[TO ROBERT & VIRGINIA HEINLEIN] May 10, 1974 
Dear Robert and Ginny, 


Today we received the nicest package that has come to us in a long time, and 
it was up to then a dreadful day: I fired my agent of twenty-two years this week 
and audited my publisher, and was waiting to hear their retort today .. . setting 
myself and preparing for the massive retaliatory strike. Instead, your package came. 

This is only a note, dashed off because Tessa, entranced, is still reading (1 
have the feeling most of the words in this letter are spelled wrong; if so, forgive 
me). One thing | wanted to say, besides how happy you’ve made two people who 
were sitting in frozen fear at having gotten locked into mortal combat with the Big 
Boys back in New York, is that, as one might expect, I paid close attention to the 
part of your letter in which you discussed having read a story by me, or perhaps by 
me, in which I with cruelty dissected a person the details of whom could be 
applied to you—I’m sure you recall this part of your letter. No, it surely is/was no 
story of mine, and I’m glad you did the research because now I don’t have to. 

I don’t believe I knew before reading your letter the details which the story 
evidently contained. But here is an oddity, a sort of graphic parallel to an unfortu- 
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nate misunderstanding, which is to me, anyhow, very good and which I] have 
always wanted to share with you. 

In my novel MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, a copy of which you sent me to 
sign, there is a novelist named Hawthorne Abendsen, and in every respect he is a 
favorable character, which I’m sure you would agree with; anyhow, in one review, 
finally, the reviewer pointed out that “Mr. Abendsen is somewhat like Robert 
Heinlein.” I do not deny this. ] was just wondering if anyone would see a series of 
similar qualities between the fictional Hawthorne Abendsen and the genuine 
human being and author Robert A. Heinlein. 

I don’t have the edition you sent (Paperback Library), which is strange ... but 
much of my stuff was stolen by burglars back in 1971 and then in early 1972 when 
I was in Canada briefly. So I can’t give you the proper page quote for you to refer 
to your edition of my novel. But it is at the very end, starting with this passage 
(this is the first time any of the viewpoint characters see Mr. Abendsen,; it is in 
Chapter 15 and set apart by a 4-space-break): 

“The Abendsen house was lit up and she could hear music and voices. It was 
a single-story stucco house with many shrubs...“ Etc, to end of novel (just a few 
pages). This characterization, although imaginary, was truly based on my intuitive 
awareness of you, Mr. Heinlein, not in terms of such details as “retired naval offi- 
cer,” but the man himself. 

Abendsen is believed—in error—by everyone to live in a “fortified castle 
surrounded by barbed wire,” and Abendsen doesn’t “like anyone and is remote,” 
etc. But Juliana, when she reaches the house, finds it totally different from the 
popular impression: Abendsen has a wonderful wife and child and is a warm and 
very humane man, very sad and shy but deeply kind to her and obviously to 
everyone else. 

Also, Mrs. Abendsen impresses Juliana to an enormous extent. 

The amazing part is that, and ] speak truthfully here, Mr. Heinlein, I did not 
even know if you were married when I went to such lengths to depict Mrs. Abendsen. 
“.. Beside the boy appeared a woman with reddish-brown hair, possibly 
thirty-five, with strong, unwinking gray eyes and a smile so thoroughly competent 

and remorseless that Juliana knew she was facing Caroline Abendsen. 

“T called last night,’ Juliana said. 

“ ‘Oh yes of course.’ Her smile increased. She had perfect white regular 
teeth; Irish, Juliana decided. Only Irish blood could give that jawline such feminin- 
ity. ‘Let me take your purse and coat. This is a very good time for you; these are a 
few friends. What a lovely dress... it’s House of Cherubini, isn’t it?’ She led Juli- 
ana across the living room, to a bedroom where she laid Juliana’s things with the 
others on the bed. ‘My husband is around somewhere. Look for a tall man with 
glasses, drinking an old-fashioned.’ The intelligent light in her eyes poured out to 
Juliana; her lips quivered—there is so much understood between us, Juliana real- 
ized. Isn’t that amazing?” 

And the description of Hawthorne Abendsen, a bit later: 

“One man of the group moved, detached and approached carrying his drink. 
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Juliana saw an immensely tall man with black curly hair; his skin, too, was dark, 
and his eyes seemed purple or brown, very softly colored behind his glasses. He 
wore a hand-tailored, expensive, natural fiber suit, perhaps English wool; the suit 
augmented his wide robust shoulders with no lines of its own. In all her life she 
had never seen a suit quite like it; she found herself staring in fascination.” 

So you can see, there is no characature [sic] here at all, and nothing unkind. 
The suit is the suit which I saw Mr. van Vogt wearing in 1954 when I first met 
him, my other hero; I put the suit of the hero whom I had met onto the hero 
whom I still wish to meet and hope to, one day, finally, God willing (our hyperten- 
sion willing, especially). 

Anyhow, finally a reviewer realized that the “remote man living behind barbed 
wire in the High Castle” who tured out to be as described above, amazingly resem- 
bled Mr. Heinlein. I sought to burst through the evil myth, which you mention, 
about your being an unfriendly person. There is a total and absolute difference 
between shyness and coldness; I knew, in some unusual way, that you were shy but a 
kind man, and that the rumors, the hostility, were wrong and undeserved. 

Hawthorne Abendsen, in fact MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, is (and per- 
haps this is, like much of what you wrote me in your wonderful long letter) a 
secret, esoteric as opposed to exoteric, encomium to Bob Heinlein. 

Enough said. And I| wrote that around 1961. 

And it’s my best book. 

Your letter is just absolutely fascinating; it is a novel! My own Bob Heinlein 
novel! [ can’t believe it. 

Thank you so much for ] WILL FEAR NO EVIL and especially the dedica- 
tion; Tessa and I will treasure this as long as we live, and after us our son Christo- 
pher will too. 

He darn well better. 

I’m enclosing some pictures of us; we only have an $8 camera, but we do with 
what we have (as I mentioned above, virtually everything I owned was stolen from 
me in 1971 and early 1972, including all my papers. All; and all my business records— 
of a lifetime); what we have except for a few books and records and my typewriter 
Tessa and | acquired in the two years (mid-1972 to date) that we’ve been together. 

Mr. Heinlein (I have to call you that, out of respect), your fine words about 
my wife fill us both with joy. I think the secret of staying actually alive in a mean- 
ingful sense, as you so deftly and so touchingly say in your letter, lies in having a 
loving wife ...as Hawthorne Abendsen in MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE has. 
His life is saved by another man’s wife, Juliana Frink, but it is really the two 
women blended into one (Juliana/Caroline) that save him. 

My typing is failing. Anyhow, if Ginny should read FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID, her knowledge of Soviet politics will enable her readily to 
see the influence which Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn has had on that novel of mine... 
I fear GULAG more than any other entity in the universe. 

Recently I offered my services to the USIA to speak or write or go abroad to 
do what I can to present the favorable picture of this dear, dear country which we 
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have here. They have replied that yes they can use me, and I will hear when they 
have worked out details. 

Since my typing has faded away, I will close. Thank you so much, and God be 
with you both. 


Love, 
Phil Dick 


Home phone: 714-524-7306. And we will tell NO ONE your phone number, 
as requested. 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 12, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


Thank you for the initial back-due royalty payment from Ace Books for 
$2,400. It is certainly a start and much appreciated. As you say in your letter, this 
is “step one.” 

You also say that these royalties are on “all my eight Ace titles.” In point of fact 
I have seventeen Ace titles. So there are nine more titles for them to pay on, which | 
will presume will be forthcoming along the guide-lines you laid out in your letter. 

Another point: the royalty sheets which you sent contain gross major errors 
and an initial study of them, by me and by several other—disinterested—persons 
shows a sum of about $4,800 missing on them alone, by the figures given. 

This presumes the figures to be accurate. We will go into that later. For now, 
I will suspend signing with any other business agent and remain your client, under 
these strictures: 

(one) You will pursue the total sum due me from Ace, in all regards (e.g. sev- 
eral numbers per title; several assorted editions, etc.). | can give you some details. 
The SFWA Grievance Committee, with whom | have lodged a formal complaint, 
will assist me. 

(two) You will contact Doubleday at once and have their contract to sell 
FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID to DAW Books (Signet) for 
reprint at the sum of $2,500 abrogated. And you will insist that Doubleday make a 
valid attempt to obtain full bidding, with the final sale acceptable only if the figure 
is above $5,000. 

On these conditions [ will remain your client—which I wish to do. I think we 
are moving along the right lines. I believe you did not know of the Doubleday sale to 
DAW, but this sale must be halted, as I’m sure you'll agree (recall that previous sales 
of my Doubleday novels brought in, for example, $9,500 and even $10,000. And this 
miserable sum of $2,500 must be split with Doubleday—out of the question!). 

I'll hope to hear from you soon, and thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 13, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


To continue the dialog regarding the recent Ace Books royalties and the 
gross errors I have found on the statements: to give you these as random examples: 
THE VARIABLE MAN AND OTHER STORIES is not represented by 
either a domestic statement or foreign sales statement. And yet before me on my 

desk sits the 1969 U.K. Sphere edition; in it on the brag sheet is listed THE 
GAME PLAYERS OF TITAN as a Sphere (U.K.) book. There are no royalty 
statements for that Ace Book either—and yet it is currently in print by Ace here 
in the U.S. and probably still in print in the U.K. by Sphere. I would say that total 
royalties on these two titles alone should be greater than royalties on most of the 
Ace titles. Since GAME PLAYERS OF TITAN, like CLANS OF THE ALPH- 
ANE MOON, is still in print, still available to dealers. We are considering in both 
cases a ten year print-run period domestically, and perhaps a six to eight year run 
in the U.K. What should these two unrepresented titles give us as a true return? 
Quite a bit, obviously. 

] am studying my Ace contracts, separating those which have the sliding roy- 
alty payment scale (about 1963 and after) from the flat prior rate. Since it runs 
about .O1 on the list price of the book at 25¢, then on current editions (such as 
GAME PLAYERS OF TITAN and CLANS OF THE ALPHANE MOON and 
DR. FUTURITY and THE UNTELEPORTED MAN, which list for 75¢ and not 
40¢ etc.—well hell, Scott, look at what we ought to be getting out of Ace. There 
is only a foreign royalty statement on DR. FUTURITY, by the way, no domestic. 
But there is a domestic one for THE UNTELEPORTED MAN and no foreign 
one. | am so goddam mad at Ace after studying these... the errors are glaring and 
crude. Even a brief glance reveals many, many. (I believe CRACK IN SPACE is 
still available to dealers—and probably both here and in the U.K. as well; its cur- 
rent price would be at least 75¢). The list is virtually endless, so | will temporarily 
quit here and pass it back to you for your action. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 14, 1974 
Dear Scott: 
Enclosed you will find as close to an exact list of my Ace titles as 1 have been 


able to put together. 
In aiming for greater accuracy | discover that there are eleven U.S. royalty 
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sheets for eleven books already sent by you (which leaves six missing), and eight 
foreign, which leaves as much perhaps as nine missing, but certainly some missing. 
These are more precise figures than I gave you in my first letter dealing with 
this; at that time I assumed an exact ratio between foreign and domestic sheets, 
and assumed eight of each, which was not correct. It is, as I say, eleven domestic 
and eight foreign. 
I’ve included a few other data with the titles. Sketchy, but anyhow a beginning. 


ACE BOOKS BY PHILIP K. DICK: (not in order of publication) 


1. CLANS OF THE ALPHANE MOON. at least 2 editions. In print now. 
Only U.S. royalty form received. 

2. THE COSMIC PUPPETS. No royalty forms received. 

3. DOCTOR FUTURITY. at least 2 editions. In print now. Only foreign roy- 
alty form received. 

4. EYEIN THE SKY. at least 3 editions (2 U.S. 1 U.K.). Both U.S. and for- 
eign royalty forms received. 

5. THE GAME-PLAYERS OF TITAN. at least 2 editions (plus 1 U.K.). In 
print now. No royalty forms received. 

6. THE MAN WHO JAPED. No royalty forms received. 

7. SOLAR LOTTERY. at least 2 U.S. editions plus 1 U.K. Both U.S. and for- 
eign royalty forms received. (Note: had huge sales over many years.) 

8. THE CRACK IN SPACE. Probably 2 editions, probably in print now. 
Only U.S. royalty form received. 

9. THE VARIABLE MAN AND OTHER STORIES. 1 U.S. and 1 U.K. No 
royalty forms received. (Note: world-wide huge foreign print runs in trans.) 

10. VULCAN’S HAMMER. 2 USS. editions. In print now. Only foreign roy- 
alty form received. 

11. THE WORLD JONES MADE. at least 2 U.S. editions. U.S. and foreign 
royalty forms received. (Note: Probably many foreign editions and huge sale.) 

12. THE SIMULACRA. Only U.S. royalty form received. 

13. DOCTOR BLOODMONEY. Only U.S. royalty form received. 

14. THE UNTELEPORTED MAN. at least 2 U.S. editions. In print now, 
and in several combinations. Only U.S. royalty form received. 

15. THE GANYMEDE TAKE-OVER. Both U.S. and foreign royalty forms 
received. 

16. THE PRESERVING MACHINE. Both U.S. and foreign royalty forms 
received, but sales figures seem too low (only about 35,000 sold. This was an “Ace 
Special” and said to have sold well, even sold out). 

17. OUR FRIENDS FROM FROLIX EIGHT. Both U.S. and foreign royalty 


forms received. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 14, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


To give you a couple more phony items gleaned from the recent Ace Books 
royalty reports: I note in the back of the current printing of THE GAME-PLAY- 
ERS OF TITAN yet another old Ace Book of mine back in print now: 
VULCAN’S HAMMER (#86608), at 75¢. And you sent me no domestic royalty 
statement on this book at all. And it is now, or was until recently, in print here. It 
has been in print for years. (Would you believe about twelve perhaps?) 

Another item. CLANS OF THE ALPHANE MOON has on its domestic 
royalty form the number 11035. But the copy lying before me has the number 
11036. And the royalty form gives 40¢, and this copy gives 75¢ as the list price. 
See what I mean? 

I know very well, from what people in many foreign countries have written 
me, that such old Ace Books as THE VARIABLE MAN are in print throughout 
the entire world, and have been for years. | am told that the world has been liter- 
ally flooded with these earlier Ace novels of mine, in a variety of translations. And 
no royalty statement on this particular novel at all! 

For instance I know of three separate English-language editions of EYE IN 
THE SKY. Three. And three of GAME-PLAYERS OF TITAN. But no royalty 
statement on the latter at all. What about the Japanese, the German, the French, 
and so forth? I know they exist. 

We have our work cut out for us. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 15, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


In the matter of the bundle of “Ace royalty statements” which you recently 
sent on to me—I think I will have to come to New York with the SFWA Griev- 
ance Committee member to settle this, since more and closer scrutiny shows them 
not to be authentic royalty statements at all, in any sense. They are self-serving fig- 
ures placed on printed forms and indicate little if anything real. 

] am obtaining an independent count on who bid what on the paperback 
resale of FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID by Doubleday, which 
wound up peddled to DAW for virtually nothing. For example, Avon Books bid. 
And so forth. 

For some time I have computed that substantial sums of money due me were 
somewhere back East. Now I have a clear idea of where they are and what they 
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may amount to and who has had them. This trip to New York by us will have to 
take place soon, but I would like to hear from you before I set out, in case you will 
be able to deal with these matters without my having to travel there. That would 
be better for us all. Thank you, and I will hope to hear from you shortly. Our plans 
call for the trip to take place in about two weeks, 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO CHARLES E. WIGGINS] May 15, 1974 


Dear Congressman Wiggins: 


In a previous letter to you | expressed my opinion that Mr. Nixon violated 
the Constitution of the United States in his National Security directives to his 
subordinates. 

Today the Los Angeles Times in an editorial makes this same charge and 
sees the same danger to our freedom. To, in fact, the security of the American 
people. 

The Times sees this as the real issue in the Watergate trials. The Times is correct. 

More important, however, is this issue: Mr. Nixon when he took office swore 
an oath to uphold the supreme law of the land, and he has not only failed to 
uphold the supreme law, he has in fact openly violated it; specifically the Fourth 
Amendment which protects us all against unreasonable search and seizure. 

Having broken his oath of office, Mr. Nixon is not now and has not been for 
some time our legal President. 

This matter is more important than any other. If he is not our legal Presi- 
dent, and has not been since perhaps 1969, then his decrees are not binding on 
anyone. 

This matter was the key issue in Nazi Germany on the part of the so-called 
Bomb Plotters. They decided—correctly—that Adolf Hitler had violated his oath 
of office as Chancellor of the German State, in which case their own loyalty oaths 
to him were void. I believe that this is exactly the case here with our so-called 
President. This is not a moral or ethical matter but a legal matter, as it was with 
the July Bomb Plotters in Germany. They were correct and the L.A. Times is cor- 
rect and I am correct (I wrote a book about Nazi Germany and did much research 
into this matter, but I never thought it would apply to our own country ever). 
Please, since you are an attorney, look into this, because it is a matter of utmost 
gravity and urgency, for us all. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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(TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] May 15, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


You will be glad to know that in fierce debate we routed the Peter Fitting 
group, which consisted of four people from four different countries. Their purpose 
in coming to see me was to get an endorsement from me, recorded on tape, of a 
Marxist interpretation of my writings. With them, besides a lot of good liquor and 
a pretty girl, they brought at least three complex Marxist philosophical theses on 
my novels, one of which they translated from the French aloud, onto tape, for me 
to agree with. I told them that this French doctoral thesis was entirely wrong. We 
had then a one-hour furious polemical debate in three languages, plus assorted 
Greek and Latin technical terms, after which they accused my tastes of being “in 
favor of God” as well as “right-wing fascist propaganda” and then departed, leav- 
ing their liquor behind (they did take the girl with them, though). 

They took photographs of me; I took some of as many of them as | could. 
They got a one-hour tape; we on our tape recorder got more. They got handwrit- 
ing samples; I got these from three of them, plus their addresses abroad. 

This week they made an attempt to return, but we firmly declined. Now they 
want to retum in a week or so, but I will not be available. 

Their viewpoints clarified a great deal for me, which I suppose you are 
already aware of; they represent the so-called “Herbert Marcuse” school of Marx- 
ist thought which embraces Marx, Freud, Nietzsche and Heidegger. The politics of 
unreason, | would call it; the worship of the Will, the Irrational. Very bad stuff—a 
Paris-Warsaw-Munich Axis, so to speak. 

Perhaps my clear rebuff will discourage them from any further moves toward 
me. I hope so. Meanwhile, the USIA writes to say that in answer to my offer to 
work for them they can use me and will be in touch. So things are getting better. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] May 15, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


One of the reasons we changed our minds and saw Peter Fitting’s group is 
that two days before they officially arrived here, our car was sabotaged, making it 
impossible to drive. This was done: 

(one) Accelerator pump out of adjustment. 

(two) Choke out of adjustment. 

(three) Valves and rods in carburetor bent so that stuck. 

(four) Radiator cap damaged. 
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(five) Starter motor shorted out (i.e. fried). 

(six) Throttle cable frayed. 

Results: no way to start car, to drive car, to leave here. We were pinned down 
here, so we had to see them. 

The bastards. And we had just had the car gone over completely just a 
month or so ago. It was in perfect shape. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 15, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


A bit of news. Today Charles Platt of Avon called me in response to my call 
of last week. He had read FLOW MY TEARS for Avon and had recommended 
they bid on it. When I told him that DAW had acquired it he was horrified, and 
when I told him their payment he couldn't believe it, and promised to check with 
his Avon editors to see what Avon had bid. 

Later today Charles called me again, “with some bad news,” as he put it. 
Avon had not bid on FLOW MY TEARS at all. “Because they didn’t like the 
title,” he told me. “There should have been between four and five thousand bid 
on that novel,” he continued. “It is in my opinion your best novel so far.” 

Also, by the way, he gave the name of an editor to me at another house, not 
Doubleday, to send my next novel to. “They'll do a lot better for you than what 
Doubleday has done with TEARS,” he said. 

Mr. Platt felt terribly strongly that FLOW MY TEARS not remain at DAW 
and certainly not for that small advance. It is, he said, out of the question, and 
urged me to press on this matter. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO INTERNAL REVENUE SERVICE] May 16, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


Enclosed you will find a cashier’s check for $1,352.90 which is what my wife and | 
owe on our 1973 Federal Income Tax. 


Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO CALIFORNIA FRANCHISE TAX BOARD] May 16, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


Enclosed you will find a cashier’s check for $92.00, which is what my wife and | 
owe on our 1973 State Income Tax. 


Thank you. 
Cordially, 
Philip kK. Dick 
[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 16, 1974 
Dear Scott: 


] have been able to establish that there are at least seven and possibly ten of 
my Ace novels in print at this time. Seven at the very minimum. And this is prob- 
ably average. For like fifteen years. 

And no domestic royalties are due me from Ace? 

Bullshit. 

Many of these novels, plus others alternating, over the years and years, have 
been in print, and yet none of my seventeen Ace novels pay ANYTHING AT 
ALL TO ME AT THIS TIME? No domestic royalties have accrued, over all these 
years, on all these many, many titles? Nothing? 

Surely you jest. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Do you realize what an average of seven novels in print in any one given year 
times fifteen years is?’ One hundred and five annual print-runs—the same, in 
other words, as having 105 novels out for one year each. And no royalties are due 
me at all? | am not laughing, Scott. Not at all. There is no jesting here. 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 16, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


On my list of Ace titles which I sent you on May 14, you will find number 6 
as: 

THE MAN WHO JAPED. No royalty forms received. 

The first edition of this novel, D-193, sold for 35¢ and came out in 1956. It is 


the only edition I have ever seen or knew existed. 
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However, on a current Ace list, from which a buyer can order directly from 
Ace, there is this: 

THE MAN WHO JAPED. Dick. 95¢ #519108. 

At the end of this list it says: 

“Available wherever paperbacks are sold or use this coupon.” 

My wife bought the Ace book in which this appeared from a retail dealer, 
new, tonight. 

I have no idea how long #519108 for 95¢ has been out, or how many copies 
it has sold, but since | received no royalty report—well hell, had there been a “roy- 
alty report” it would have read about like this: 

THE MAN WHO JAPED. Printed 1956. Cover price 35¢. #D-193. Copies 
printed: 125,000. Guaranteed advance: $1,000. Copies sold: 32,000. No royalties 
due the author. 

Ace is now and has been for some time selling THE MAN WHO JAPED for 
95¢, and not 35¢, raking in money, with neither royalties to me, nor even a state- 
ment. Just this latter alone, not giving me twice-yearly accounting, is a violation of 
contractual law, is it not? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO HENRY LUDMER] May 17, 1974 
Dear Henry: 


Herewith the Granada contract back, signed and initialed, for NOW WAIT 
FOR LAST YEAR. 

As you Say, this is indeed a fine sale; thank you very much. It’s about three 
times what they paid for CLANS OF THE ALPHANE MOON, and much appre- 
ciated. 

By the way—when can I hope to get the first payments for MARTIAN 
TIME-SLIP and FLOW MY TEARS? The first seems overdue. (January.) 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 17, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


As your legal talent goes over Ace Books | suggest for their attention this 
basic system of deliberately misleading royalty reporting, which is over and above 
simple phony figures of number of copies sold: 

For each title these basic numbers: 
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(two) Reissue several years later (Greater cover price, different 
cover, no further printing history) 
(three) Current number on current third edition 
(four) Current number on royalty sheet (different from above) 
(five) Current number to order from in Ace ads (different from 
above numbers) 
(six) Overseas English language edition 
(seven to infinity) All translations 
Since, as I wrote you, | have discovered the three different current numbers 
per title in print (one on royalty sheet, another on the book itself, a third to order 
direct from), then it is not theory to add the original number and then that of the 
prior reissue, which is a base of five numbers in this country alone. And this does 
not take into consideration the reshuffling of the shorter novels such as DOC- 
TOR FUTURITY and THE UNTELEPORTED MAN, which appear sometimes 
back-to-back and then separately, as they started out. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 17, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


By the way—my wife’s father is a CPA, which in part accounts for my hard- 
ening attitude over the past few months toward business matters. For some time 
I’ve been showing him various contracts and royalty statements. 

] did not realize how naive I was over the years. 

However, due to a lot of help, I am a big boy now, Scott, and it is time I 
dipped into the trust fund—so to speak—which my nice friends back in New York 
set up for me long ago, and which | not only need but am entitled to. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May I7, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


Through the help of several retail book dealers | am now able to ascertain for 
a certainty that none of my seventeen Ace titles are ever really out of print. 

They are reprinted on a rotating basis, starting with the first one, SOLAR 
LOTTERY, which first came out in 1955. That was nineteen years ago. These sev- 
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enteen titles rotate in various combinations and numbers and covers and prices, 
sometimes as doubles, and if so in various combinations. All this, plus the same in 
foreign sales. 

They just go on and on, bringing in money for Ace Books. And no money for 
me. 

Each year the cover prices go up and Ace’s income grows. 

No matter how many times a given title is reprinted, no further printing his- 
tory—nothing but the original copyright date—is ever given in the book. Glanc- 
ing at the book there is no intrinsic way to tell when it was published or how 
many copies have been printed and sold. 

It is theoretically possible that if actually audited, rather than going through 
a fake audit, Ace might owe me as much as one-hundred-and-twenty-five thou- 
sand dollars. 

Even if Ace only owed me one half of this sum it would be well worth my 
coming to New York and doing what A.E. van Vogt did: with my own CPA and 
attorney. 

Probably it will be Norman Spinrad representing the SFWA Grievance Com- 
mittee who will be with us. Unless you are able to get a realistic settlement from 
Ace before then. 

This is a grim, grave matter, and no further token payments will wash. We 
keep compiling new information daily, among us here. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON, Dick’s attomey] May 20, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


Enclosed you will find my check for $150. Some time ago we discussed going 
over the court records and determining that in fact my ex-wife Nancy must 
indeed return my set of the Encyclopedia Britannica.... 

Iam not sure how much money will be needed to get us back into court to 
obtain these books, but anyhow this sum enclosed is a start. You will be happy to 
know that Tessa and I have a lovely little baby boy, now, named Christopher. I am 
enclosing a picture of him, along with this check. 

Let me know how you make out on researching the agreement made between 
Mr. Shapiro and us in open court stipulating that the set of the Britannica goes back 
to me. And thank you once more for all you have done for us. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


116 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


[TO MILDRED “BUBBLES” BROXON] May 20, 1974 
Dear Bubbles, 


That is such a sweet note you wrote to Tessa—pardon me for glumpfing in 
and answering it, elephant-like. 

By the way: I’ve been delighted to know of your blossoming career as a SF 
writer. I’m sorry | didn’t see you at the Nebula Awards. Evidently the great public 
life is not for me. What I am doing these days is washing the dishes and grooming 
the cat and taking out the garbage (when | become confused I groom the garbage, 
wash the cat, etc., but that is unusual). | fired my agent of 22 years and he 
promptly sent me $4,000 or so dollars, which is an odd sort of response, when you 
think about it. On one day I wrote letters telling off: 

(a) The President of the United States 

(b) My father 

(c) My agent 

Of the three, only (c) wrote, sending me the above-mentioned money. I had 
hoped that each would send me something, but I am willing to settle for the four thou. 

Next I will tell off—well, gosh, who does that leave? 

If you can think of anyone left, let me know, and I will tell them off and then 
sit back waiting for the money to pour in. 

Mildred, I remember you and Bill and the girls so well, and think about you 
all a lot. We still hope to move north, and now have the money. Also, the white 
noise in this area is probably at least partly responsible for my elevated blood pres- 
sure. | am always saying, “What ought I to do today fast and with great effort?” It’s 
the go-go-go syndrome they all have down here. So maybe at long last we will be 
up where you people are. 

] had ordered a copy of FLOW MY TEARS for you from Doublecross Books 
(pardon), but since you have one J will hold onto it. Let me know if you like the 
novel, or if you don’t etc. Enclosed you will find some recent pictures of us and 
friends. The red-haired girl is a Swedish model who flew here from Denmark to 
meet me, along with some other people she brought. She gave me her phone num- 
ber, but it turned out to be a long distance call. | might have figured that out. 


Love, 


Phil Dick 
(TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] May 21, 1974 


Dear Bill: 


One more matter relating to Nancy and to our daughter Isa, which the Dis- 
trict Attorney’s office told me I should discuss with you, it being a civil action. 
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I have not been able to see Isa since 1971, although I have made repeated 
and even desperate efforts to see her. 

In 1972 Tessa and I walked almost two miles, and waited all afternoon at the 
San Francisco z00 to meet Nancy and Isa. They never showed up, and we had to 
return to Fullerton without my being able to see Isa even for a moment. 

So, either now or later, depending on how things shape up, perhaps you 
could go into this reasonable visitation matter. Nancy continues to be in and 
out of the mental hospital—her excuse for not telling me that she and Isa were 
down here last September at Disneyland for several days was that “she was too 
out of it.” 

I do want to see Isa so badly, Bill. What can be done? 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ANNE(Dick’s third wife) @ LAURA DICK; May 22, 1974 
a fragment] 


Dear Anne and Laura, 


I would like to invite Laura to come down here for a week or so sometime 
this summer. 

It would appear that this is going to be an unusually nice summer—we are 
having good weather and the air is exceptionally clear. 

Naturally I would send the money for Laura’s air costs. There is a flight from 
San Francisco International down here to the Orange County Airport. We will 
make Christopher’s room into a room for her while she is here, and put him else- 
where. It’s the best room in the apartment; | think she will like it. 

Life down here in the summer is nice. I can take her to any number of places, 
including Disneyland as well as to some of the Southern California beach cities 
such as Newport Beach. These are places she has undoubtedly seen on TV pro- 
grams, and it will be for her a new and fif [ends here] 


[TO AUSTCO] May 24, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


My wife and I are considering emigrating to Australia and would like informa- 
tion regarding Government Assisted Passage. I am enclosing a dollar. 

For several years people in Australia who are familiar with my work—I am a 
novelist—have urged me to come there. Many of my books, I understand, are well- 
thought- of in that country, by critics, readers, editors as well as persons in educa- 
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tion. | have also been invited to come to the U.K. as well as France and to Swe- 
den, but I think we would enjoy the climate more in Australia. 
Thank you for any help you can give us. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 25, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


There is one matter regarding Berkley’s royalty statement on their purchase 
of MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE which I'd like to ask about. 

In your accompanying letter you say that Berkley paid a $750 advance on 
purchase. This is not so, according to the royalty statement; Berkley paid $1,500, 
half of which went to Putnam. 

Since Berkley and Putnam are in fact the same company, there is a possibility 
that it is not legal for them to pay money to themselves, entering only a paper 
transaction in point of fact rather than discharging an actual contract obligation. | 
have been told that when a hardback house sells to its own softback reprint subsid- 
iary they do not take one half the softback payment; it all goes to the author. 

Could you check into this for me, please? Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 26, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


Well, Scott, I think that unless Ace Books pays us what they owe, somebody 
is going to be in the slammer looking out. 

On the U.S. Books royalty form for my novel ACRACK IN SPACE the num- 
ber is given as 12125 and the price as 40¢. 

In my hand I hold a copy with the number on it 12126. The price is 95¢. 

In the back of the book there is a list of “World’s Best Award-Winning Sci- 
ence Fiction” and on the list is THE CRACK IN SPACE. The number is 12169. 
Price is 95¢. Three U.S. numbers in plain sight of me. 

This is a new cover on 12126, entirely new. But the printing history is 
unchanged: just “copyright 1966.” 

It gives as being in print: 

CLANS OF THE ALPHANE MOON #11036 (Ace royalty 
form: #11035) 
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THE GAME-PLAYERS OF TITAN #27310 (no Ace royalty 


form) 

OUR FRIENDS FROM FROLIX EIGHT #64400 (ok) 

VULCAN’S HAMMER #86608 (ok) 

DR. FUTURITY & THE UNTELEPORTED MAN #15697 
(ok for FUTURITY; but UNTELEPORTED MAN given on Ace roy- 
alty form as #53300) 


More information to follow, as I get hold of it. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. It’s a sliding scale on this contract, too; so at 95¢ the pay to me is almost four 
cents per copy (0.398); on their “royalty statement” they have it at .016. No way. 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] May 29, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


Today this letter from Martin Roogna in Soviet-occupied Estonia arrived 
(dated May 17, 1974), in response to my letter to him, which | informed you of. 

I’m not sure how interested you will be in this, but out of caution ] am send- 
ing it on. As Roogna mentions, | asked in my letter to him for information about 
Iron Curtain publishing of my novels and stories—I did not of course tell him that 
I am attempting to track down royalty payments due me. In his letter he artfully 
declines to give me any information at this time, as you will note; what he wants is 
for me to send him more stuff instead. 

Along with Roogna’s letter I am enclosing a recent letter to me from Fred 
Pohl, which is self-explanatory. He mentions in his letter that he believes the 
Soviet authorities read Roogna’s mail “in both directions,” which I’m sure is true. 
Perhaps the Soviet authorities pointed out to Roogna that it wouldn't be too good 
an idea to send me the information I want, but rather to stall. 

Also, Fred Pohl gives more information about Lem’s having aborted his 
planned trip to the U.S.A. I am sure the Soviet apparatus suffered a defeat, here, 
for which I am quite glad. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


ENC:(one) Letter from Martin Roogna May 17, 1974. 
(two) Letter from Fred Pohl, May 21, 1974. 
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[TO PETER NICHOLLS] May 29, 1974 
Dear Peter Nicholls, 


First, | would like to express the excitement and joy I felt at reading your arti- 
cle in Foundation #5 in which you discuss my work and how it resembles that of 
Charles Dickens. I’m sure you will be amazed to learn that I, undoubtedly like 
many other readers but with far less reason, failed to recognize the quote from my 
writings on page 38. It was one of the greater lessons I’ve learned about my own 
work to discover that I myself wrote this third quoted passage, and indeed a thrill. 
The article as a whole was quite good and a pleasure to read. Thank you for send- 
ing it tO me. 

And now your invitation to me in your letter of May 17th, in which you 
invite me to fly to the U.K. early next year to lecture. My health has not been 
good—mostly due to excessive worry and stress, some financial, some because of 
having a new baby to care for and a great deal, as you might guess, from the som- 
ber and tragic political Zeitgeist here—but I would very much like to come there 
and speak; it would be a signal honor, and I do therefore accept. And also it will 
be an opportunity of the kind offered me when I flew to Vancouver in 1972 under 
similar circumstances; then, too, | faced unhappy circumstances, some of the 
themes being the same as now, and saw the chance to write a speech in which the 
major matters bothering me could be articulated and placed before an understand- 
ing audience. You are I know familiar with that speech. I hope that when I come 
to England I can do as well... perhaps, God willing, even better. 

Your own news media certainly tell the bleak story of political events here— 
or should I say the disclosure of past political events which befell the people of 
this nation at the hands of a despotic and perhaps not even legal government. (I 
noticed in Foundation #5 the short mention of what was done to me in late 
1971—to me and to so many others here; this and much more.) My wife and | 
have recently written to the Australian government to ask about emigration for 
ourselves, something we would have thought we'd never do. I came back from 
Canada in 1972 because I missed my people and country and wanted to live here 
despite the tyranny. But now, when I look at our ten-month-old baby boy I ask 
myself if 1 want him to grow up here; this makes the situation different, does it 
not? So, with reluctance, Tessa and | are beginning the heartbreaking but I feel 
necessary task of opening talks with other governments about our leaving the 
United States and taking up a new life somewhere else. So for this reason, too, | 
would like to see England, to see for a moment what it is like, and thereby to com- 
pare and better understand this nation and finally know where we should go. We 
are not doing this lightly. But the injury to the moral structure, the ethical base, of 
this nation, goes too deep, | think. I see more repression to come, rather than less. 
I do not believe it is over; I think, under pressure, the tyranny and its police and 
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power will struggle even harder to keep what it has and to acquire more. This is 
the nature of power. 

I only hope that the authorities, when I apply for a passport, will not place 
obstacles in my path. It is possible that they will do so, but I doubt it. Anyhow, I 
have that fear—that when I try to leave, even just for a few days as in flying to 
England to lecture, that they will block me. As Americans we have a Constitu- 
tional right to travel. But so many of our rights have been taken from us in the last 
four years; this one may have been stolen or infringed, too. At least for people like 
me who have spoken against the regime. In Canada I felt so different ...1 remem- 
ber sitting on a curb one day—it was Good Friday, I believe—and for the first time 
in my life feeling really free. | would like to get that feeling back; it is gone again, 
now; and especially I would like my son to feel it. I don’t want him to grow up to 
have the kind of fears that I have, night after night. The fear returned as soon as | 
came back here; I woke up the first morning in Fullerton, in April 1972, and one 
of the women I was staying with (I didn’t really even know her) was plucking at 
my arm and crying, “The police are here! They’re going to raid us!” And I looked 
out the window and saw four black-and-white police cars. And, later in the day, I 
watched the police, on foot, checking the identification of each high school stu- 
dent on his or her way home who had sat down for a moment; the police kept 
them moving as a matter of policy. 

So thank you very much, Peter, for honoring me with this invitation to speak, 
and unless my health forbids it, or, even worse, the authorities block my going, | 
will show up with what | intend to be a major speech. Your choice of speakers is, 
as we say here, out of sight; this entire venture thrills me to the core, and I will be 
in touch, as I work on what I will say ... along the lines of the topic you suggest. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


(TO ELIZABETH HALL, editor, Psychology Today} May 30, 1974 
Dear Elizabeth Hall: 


In your June issue there is a review of my new novel, FLOW MY TEARS, 
THE POLICEMAN SAID, with your initials; therefore | am addressing this to 
you. 

The history of writing that novel was a difficult one, with much danger and 
peril. In November 1971 my house in Marin County was broken into violently 
and my locked fireproof files blown open; most of my papers and many manu- 
scripts were taken, as well as all my business records and cancelled checks (the 
police the next day denied that any robbery in that area had taken place). Fortu- 
nately, I had put the MS of FLOW MY TEARS into my lawyer’s possession, 
where it remained until 1973 when I| took it and did the final draft. 
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The first major purchase of the book when Doubleday released it in February 
of this year was by the Army, which immediately bought 232 copies (this purchase 
was unusual enough for my editor at Doubleday to write me about it). The next | 
knew, the book was unavailable from Doubleday direct or from their warehouses 
for order; when I phoned them to find out I learned that after the pre-publication 
sale of about 5,000 copies, all copies remaining in the Doubleday warehouses 
“were unaccounted for,” sent out and gone but no one at Doubleday knew where. 

After a great fight with Doubleday I managed to get the book once again 
available for order. But it shows what fighting the tyranny, and depicting its repres- 
sive nature, can bring on you. Thank you so much for reviewing it, and although 
no major paperback house in this country would buy it for reprint, it has sold in 
England for three times what my previous novel went for, and is appreciated. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 30, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


I’ve received your long letter of May 28, and am quite pleased by it. First, on 
the matter of the reprint sale of FLOW MY TEARS, I will go along with your 
advice, which is to let the matter rest where it is: with the disappointingly small 
advance from DAW. By the way—Larry Ashmead writes me to admit that the fig- 
ures which Diane Cleaver gave me on the phone were indeed not correct. The 
revised figures which Doubleday now gives may also not be correct, so 1 hope you 
will keep after this. Anyhow, so much for the softback resale. 

You will, too, be glad to know that initial reviews of FLOW MY TEARS 
[are] good beyond my wildest expectation. Dick Geis reviewed it quite favorably 
in his journal The Alien Critic, which will help sales with outright fans ... also 
Locus gave it a plug and will later on review it at length, and Argosy did a fine 
review of it. But the most important—and totally unexpected—review comes in 
the June Psychology Today; | am enclosing that review, and I know you will be 
delighted. They do not review that many books not connected with psychology, 
and they have given the review the best spot in their column. I am sure this will 
bring more sales, and it is terribly rewarding to see a think-piece slick-paper maga- 
zine take favorable note of a s-f novel, as I’m sure you will agree. This is some kind 
of a breakthrough. Also, | understand TEARS has received at least 3 Nebula rec- 
ommendations already, more than | ever got before. 

I might mention, too, that in the current (June) Harper's in the cover-article 
“Paranoia” there is mention of my work....[ would think that the combination of 
the two citations in the June issues of two widely-read think-piece magazines 
would do a lot to further my career, especially in regards to FLOW MY TEARS. 
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is their managing editor. So this is notice indeed. 

One more important matter: I have been invited by Peter Nicholls of Founda- 
tion in England to fly to London next January or February (they will pay passage 
back and about $150 and two night’s expenses) to lecture as part of a series. 
Gollancz will, he says, undoubtedly reprint the lecture, if it is any good. Such peo- 
ple as Alvin Toffler (FUTURE SHOCK) and Arthur Koestler have been invited. | 
wrote to say I would come. 

Now to the matter of Ace Books (re your May 28th letter). I am going to go 
along with you entirely, because you are going along with me; we seem to see eye- 
to-eye on this, and as | get further information I will pass it to you. I think, 
though, as you say, what I have already given (in about nine letters!) will be of 
vast use, since I lay bare the basic method (or anyway one of them—there are cer- 
tainly others) by which Ace has over the years fleeced us of our money. | note, for 
example, that WE CAN BUILD YOU from DAW has virtually earned its $1,500 
royalty advance by selling just under 30,000 copies; it pays exactly the same per- 
copy royalty cut that my current Ace Books pay (such as THE CRACK IN 
SPACE, THE MAN WHO JAPED etc.), so they certainly should be paying— 
since these current issues are at least the third printing. I trust you to keep on 
them; I do understand all you say in your long, and very good, letter. On foreign 
sales which Ace has not told us the truth about, they do list EYE IN THE SKY, 
but keep after them here, as well as on THE PRESERVING MACHINE. And so 
forth. | will be looking forward eagerly to learn new news about what you have 
wrung from them. Thank you, too, for all the sales-checks which have come in 
recently; they do help us a lot. One thing you might look into, which | did ask 
about, is whether UBIK appeared in Poland or not. Fred Pohl is behind the Iron 
Curtain right now, and wrote before he left to say he hoped to have information 
for me when he returned. 

So I will continue with you, and expect more pay-offs of a major sort from 
Ace, through you. It looks as if my work is at last getting the slick-paper think- 
piece journal acceptance long lacking, and I’m convinced that the future is excit- 
ingly bright. Thank you again. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. One more perhaps important matter, the outcome of which could be any- 
thing, but certainly good. Some time ago I received an Italian translation of one of 
my novels, and had the intro bio pages translated into English. They said that | 
was more read by teen-agers (the youth) than any other U.S. s-f writer. A few 
weeks ago, also, I addressed an audience of over 1,200 high school students from 
all over the L.A. area, and the coordinators of the event came by a week after- 
ward and told me that of all the speakers (who included Ray Bradbury and van 
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Vogt, to name two) I had gone over with the kids the best. Anyhow, I have been 
thinking for some time that I speak well to the youth, so I wrote the USIA in 
Washington, D.C. and offered my services, in particular talking or writing to the 
foreign youth. Just recently their assistant director Ms. White wrote back to say 
that yes, the USIA could use me, and that they would be making a long, pro- 
tracted study of exactly how I could be of the most use to them and that they 
would be getting back to me. I am very excited about them accepting my offer. 
Also | received two letters from a university student behind the Iron Curtain (in 
the port city of Tallin, Estonia) who says that he is “one of my millions of fans.” In 
checking into it—I may have told you this—I learn that | am one of the three top- 
read U.S. s-f authors there (Asimov, Bradbury and | are the three). And in the cur- 
rent Locus, Peter Fitting writes, in an article on French s-f, that beyond any doubt 
I am the most highly thought-of U.S. s-f writer there. And as you know, my sales 
in France and the U.K. have been excellent, of late. So anyhow this USIA busi- 
ness may be something, and I thought I’d mention it to you. Especially it might be 
important if/when I go on invitation to speak in England. | understand we will be 
speaking in a very posh place. 


[TO LAWRENCE ASHMEAD] May 31, 1974 
Dear Larry: 


I wonder if you saw the extraordinarily good review—for a science fiction 
novel, anyhow—of FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID in the current 
(June) issue of Psychology Today: first in the “briefly noted.” To my knowledge, this 
is the first time a magazine of that august sort has reviewed a novel of mine. It 
ought to help sales, since it reaches quite a different audience than the fan audi- 
ence, and an important one at that. Also, in the June issue of Harper’s, in the 
cover article “Paranoia,” there is a long quote (page 54) from a novel of mine, 
with this to start that section out: “One of Philip K. Dick’s most delightful science: 
fiction novels,” etc. So we are getting good and unexpected attention. 

Speaking of sales on FLOW MY TEARS, perhaps you could be so kind as to 
let me know the sales figures on the end-of-May count; | have the previous ones 
and am of course very interested (it had sold about 5,200 at the end of April, as | 
recall). Thank you very much, and I will hope to hear from you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] May 31, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


After reflection | think I should add these points, if ] am to go along with you 
regarding Ace Books and the money they owe me. 

(one) I think that rather than speaking in generalities, you should give me 
some idea of when I might expect Ace to make either the big pay-off or at least the 
next big pay-off. 

(two) Rather than stating simply that you are aware that Ace owes me a 
great deal of back money, you should give me some general minimum as to how 
much I can expect to obtain through you. A sort of base platform of anticipated 
income from them—so, that when it does come, it amounts to enough to justify 
my going along with this. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] June 3, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


My purpose in phoning you Friday last was to inform you that I wish to seek 
custody of my daughter Isolde. Because ...] now have remarried, and have a very 
fine baby whose mother takes superb care of him and has thereby proved herself 
quite capable of raising a child, | want you to go ahead and go into court with the 
idea of getting Isa down here to live with us. We maintain a fine lifestyle; I am 
sure both you and the court would approve of it in all respects. We live in an up- 
to-date neighborhood close to a school to which Isa could go; we are, indeed, a 
sound and healthy family and would welcome Isa here. 

Please let me know about what I should send you in the way of money to 
cover the costs of this court action. 

] will anticipate hearing from you, and it goes without saying that in connec- 
tion with this court action | can and will come up there. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] June 4, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


Enclosed is the letter from Nancy which | had just started reading when you 
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called; it is the first in several months and does not mention my daughter. I am 
sending it to show you that even when Nancy does write I learn nothing about 
Isa, which of course is the person | care about. 

Within the last two months I sent Isa a number of presents as well as written 
material, but there is no way for me to know if indeed she received them. I have a 
standing arrangement that Isa can phone me collect any time she wants, but she 
has only done that twice since 1972. 

The last time Isa phoned, in late March, which is the last word I had from 
her in any form written or spoken, she told me that she had no books at all. So | 
sent her the new Marlo Thomas book. I hope she got it. Since she is now of 
school age she can write, but as I say I don’t hear from her, although I write her as 
well as send stuff. It is hard to know what to send without being able to talk to her 
or hear from her. 

We are terribly excited about the prospect of having her down here with us— 
obtaining custody—and she will have her own room and everything. To get her | 
will drive up, so that I can pick up all her things when I come. Thank you so 
much. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


ENC: Letter to PKD from Ms. Nancy Hackett (religious tracts included not 
enclosed). 


[TO EDWARD L. FERMAN & BARRY N. MALZBERG] June 11, 1974 
Dear Ed and Barn, 


Just a hasty note to thank you both for sending me the pre-publication copy 
of FINAL STAGE—and to say, first, that it does indeed look good graphically, in 
terms of visual presentation, and that what I’ve initially read in it here and there 
certainly confirms what you, Barry, said to me on the phone about its enormous 
and unique worth. Outta sight! Congratulations, and I guess what we all do now 
is sit back and watch G wait, with joy. 

Especially, for me, was the moment of discovery that my story ends the 
anthology, that in fact my afterword is in a sense the afterword to the whole thing 
(or so I have viewed it, which is the way I want to). The impact on me, therefore, 
of my own writing, my own little non-fiction piece, was great. Thank you. I’m glad 
I said what I said beyond my story itself. 

You must let me know how it goes over on the market in terms of sales, and 
of course reviews. I’m sure it'll pick up many awards within our field. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 
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[PROBABLY TO DAVID WOLFF] June 11, 1974 
Dear David, 


I’ve got a stack of unanswered mail two feet deep to the right (and under- 
neath as well) of my typewriter, including letters from Phil Farmer and Ursula Le 
Guin, but | had to answer your charming and kind card/note which came today. 
Thank you so much. I| keep trying to recall what specifically the invalid on the 
card is drinking from—is it a flagon or flask, a potion or what? A cordial, perhaps? 

We think about you a lot and most decidedly want to see you again. 
Although I’ve been ill (see cover picture on your card—a good graphic representa- 
tion indeed) we’ve done a fair number of things ...I did manage to get to the Car- 
sacon in April and speak to 1,200 high school kids who're into S-F Haven't been 
able to do any writing, though. We’re still hoping to move, but although we are, as 
they say, highly motivated, we seem to lack the needed skills. Perhaps it’s because 
we're into so many contraproductive things already that moving, which is in my 
opinion the contraproductive act beyond compare, must of its nature remain 
beyond our scope. 

I guess one must start with small contraproductive things and work on up. 
As a famous philosopher once remarked, “Each journey begins with but a single 
step” (this is an in-joke in our household; the other morning I heard Mr. Nixon in 
one of his speeches say this: “As a famous philosopher once remarked,” and then 
Nixon went on and said whatever it was he was going to say anyhow. In a flash it 
came to me, at last, that this is how it is done. So I use this phrase all the time 
now; viz.: “As a famous philosopher once remarked, it’s dinnertime,” and so forth). 

Of all the strange things which have happened to me since we had that won- 
derful evening with you, I had (are you ready?) a letter published in the Wall Street 
Journal. True. Also, of less astonishing merit, I believe | have between twelve and 
fifteen books in print in the U.S. at this time. 

You must write and tell us what you’ve been doing and what your new place 
is like and why you moved (and how). Thank you again for the card/note; Tessa is 
fine and well, and Christopher is healthy and sunny with smiles and always in a 
good mood, including at five a.m., when he is at the peak of his cycle. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


(TO SCOTT MEREDITH] June 21, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


I wish you to inform Doubleday that 1 am buying back A SCANNER 
DARKLY, on which they advanced a mere $1,250. (You will, of course, keep the 
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10% commission which you took from that sum.) They have at this time at least 
$500 due me in the form of royalties on FLOW MY TEARS, so find out what I 
must send to add to that in order to reobtain all rights on A SCANNER 
DARKLY. I'd estimate I need send only a little over $700. Perhaps not that much. 

In my opinion you will be able to market A SCANNER DARKLY, which Van 
Doran when he received it described as the best thing I’d ever done and truly hot 
property, not only readily but for a better advance. The very good sales on FLOW 
MY TEARS, which you described recently in a letter to me as “extraordinary” 
should indeed help us get a good sale—which is to say a good advance—on A 
SCANNER DARKLY. This excellent sale of FLOW MY TEARS makes all the dif- 
ference in what you can do in marketing ASCANNER DARKLY; when you origi- 
nally sold it to Doubleday, FLOW MY TEARS was not out yet, and Doubleday 
said they could give no more on A SCANNER DARKLY because they did not 
know how well FLOW MY TEARS would sell. Well, we know now, and the 
advance on A SCANNER DARKLY is thereby not sufficient, as I’m sure you will 
agree. Fortunately I never sent Doubleday the completed MS. 

After all, Norman Spinrad got an advance of $10,000 on his new novel from 
Putnam. Need I say more? 

I look eagerly forward to a superior sale of ASCANNER DARKLY, what 
with you now armed with the sales-figures on FLOW MY TEARS plus the good 
reviews (as in Argosy and Psychology Today) which it has gotten. Let me know 
about this, because it is an important matter. There is renewed interest in my 
work, beginning this year, as you know: new novel, two new major stories, and as 
many as twelve earlier novels reprinted to cash in on the upswing. It’s all very 
exciting. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO SCOTT MEREDITH] June 21, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


Two matters I wish to hear from you about: 

(one) Approximately how much more will I be getting of the backdue money 
from Ace? How much and about when will it come? You must comply in giving 
me some kind of figure and some date, otherwise, as I have pointed out to you in a 
previous letter, it’s all just talk. I really cannot wait much longer on this, since my 
contract with you is dated July 7. 

(two) Please find out for me, if you possibly can, if Lem in Crakow, Poland 
went ahead and had my novel UBIK brought out as he had planned. You'll recall 
that Lem (and then I in agreement) had the entire matter turned over to you; 
Lem refused to deal any longer with me because | was so mad at him because of 
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the lies and abuse he laid on me. But presumably he went ahead, and you should 
know what you said to Lem then, and what has happened since. Give me as many 
details as you can. Probably those Crakow crooks are still trying to bring out my 
novel without having to pay me; if they have, I intend to find out one way or 
another. Since you have expressed the keen desire that I keep the U.S. authorities 
out of it, you should let me know yourself, so I don’t have to discuss it any further 
with them. However, you should know that I approached the USIA a couple of 
months ago and offered my services to them; they wrote back saying they could 
for sure use me, and for me to hang on while they appraised the situation and 
decided after a careful study just where and how I could be of value to them. They 
said they would absolutely for a certainty be in touch. So I can’t guarantee that 
the matter of Lem’s lies and rip-off tactics won’t come up between me and the 
U.S. authorities again; the USIA may decide this matter lies within their purview. 
As may other agencies. 

Thank you, and while I’m at it I'll throw in this: if you have Paul Williams’ 
address (I had it but it’s over at Special Collections), which is to say Rallying- 
Point’s address, could you contact him for me and ask how their publishing of my 
experimental novel, CONFESSIONS OF A CRAP ARTIST is coming? Should be 


about ready, at this time. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO LAURA DICK] June 21, 1974 


Dear Laura, 


Yes, please send me some pictures of yourself—they would mean a lot to me. 

What are you going to be doing this summer now that school’s out? Did you 
get hold of the two Lori Lieberman records | sent you the money for? If so, do you 
like them? 

There is a third one out but it is not very good. Mostly bubblegum rock, as 
it’s called. “You Got No Rights on Saturday Night” and like that. 

This is a crummy letter because when summer begins | go into a torpor like a 
lizard and stop writing and just sit. In January or February of next year I’m sup- 
posed to fly to London—they’re paying for it—and give a lecture along with other 
U.S. authors such as the guy (I forget his name) who wrote FUTURE SHOCK. 
I’ve got several books coming out there this year & next plus the in-depth Daily 
Telegraph interview. They think I’m neat. 

God, have I got nothing to say. It’s the weather. I’ve got letters in a three-foot 
high stack to the right of my typewriter which | haven't answered, including ones 
from Ursula Le Guin, Phil Farmer and Robert Heinlein. 

Included with this letter (such as it is), I’m sending you an outta sight item: a 
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parody of my writing by John Sladek called “Solar Shoe-Salesman.” It appeared in 
this country in The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, but this Xerox is from 
the British book edition. I got off on it, really; it’s much better than my stuff which 
he studied to do the parody. Before me he did Asimov, Heinlein and Bradbury. 
They never admitted to having read the parodies, but I wrote in to the editor at 
F&SF to say how much | liked the one on me, so the editor bought a whole 
nuther bunch from Sladek. I think you'll enjoy it; Sladek really caught the 
essence, the elan, of my writing. He read damn near all my novels, he tells me in a 
recent letter. Said the parody of me was the hardest to do, but also the most fun. 

The Marxists, like in Poland and France and here, are touting my writing, say- 
ing that it subverts Capitalist society by undermining all the categories of thought 
there are, a sort of endless solvent. But now I learn they’ve been printing my work 
behind the Iron Curtain without paying me or letting me know; I guess they want 
to have me “subvert” their society, too, I’m so good at it. | mean, why should they 
miss out? They should enjoy all that we have here, including my novels. (But 
free.) When | found out I got so mad that I wrote the USIA and offered my ser- 
vices to them, free, to get back at the Marxists. To my surprise the assistant direc- 
tor of the USIA wrote me back to say that absolutely for sure they can use me, 
and for me to hang on a while because they have to make a thorough study of 
exactly how and where they can use me. Wow, isn’t that terrific? They will either 
have me write material, or speak over The Voice, or maybe even be sent to other 
countries. I am waiting with eager anticipation (I do a lot of that anyhow). 

In France (according to an article I read) | am now esteemed as the El 
Numero Uno U.S. S-F author. (With around 27 books out there, and collectors 
paying up to $60 for a copy of my first book that came out in Paris in their lan- 
guage.) 

But I babble. 

Anyhow, | hope you enjoy the enclosed Sladek parody of my stuff. Sladek is 
one of the best new authors in the field. He lives in England. 

Well, I got to go now; I’ve told you all that I’ve been into since | last wrote, 
so now you lay it on me as to what you've been into and so forth; get it together, 
okay, and write, because you write a neat letter, Laura, even better than Robert A. 
Heinlein (I kid you not). 


Love, 
Dad 


[TO JANNICK STORM] June 22, 1974 


Dear Jannick, 


Sorry not to have answered sooner, but I’ve been ill. The poem in FLOW 
MY TEARS is from John Dowland’s “Second Booke” of Lute Songs, 1600, but 
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composed sometime before 1594 by a person unknown; it was the most popular 
composition in England at that time and dozens of arrangements of it exist set for 
all manner of instruments and combinations. It became in Dowland’s “Lachrimae 
Antiquae Pavan” the first piece of truly abstract music (as are the late Beethoven 
quartets) ever written and hence of unique and extraordinary importance in the 
history of music. This is why I selected it for the place it holds in my novel. 

As to the overall translation of my novel, let me say that from page 215 on, 
the language ceases to be “shoddy,” as you put it perhaps rightly, and becomes pre- 
cise, exact, and was arrived at word by word in eleven versions; | sought from page 
215 to the end of the novel to put down each word as the absolute correct word, 
for which no other word or combinations of words or phrases would do. Thus | 
went over the ending again and again, during a three year period, until ] was 
beyond any doubt whatsoever totally satisfied that it was perfect. I held the novel 
off the market completely, from 1970 to 1973, until I had done this and I knew | 
had done this, that no further change could be made; | was seeking to go from a 
mere approximation to an exact representation here in this world of a kind of tran- 
scendent archetype which I glimpsed as lying above and beyond, in an eternal and 
unchanging condition and place, much like Plato saw absolute reality to be. 

The dream by General Buckman on page 218 is a dream which I had while 
doing the final section in the first, rough draft; the dream came to me so clearly 
and so vividly that I believed (I think correctly) that it was intended that I should 
place it into the novel as | did, and therefore in a true and real sense the final sec- 
tion of the novel, which is to say from page 218 on, was not done by me alone, or 
perhaps even by me, but consists of a divine inspiration given to me, | do not 
know from whom or by whom; it simply came to me, and I labored for three years 
to get it right, get it into the novel as it truly was. I think I did so, but you must 
take my word for that; it was my vision, not of my own fabricating but presented 
to me for presentation in the ending of the novel, for others to read, the key logos 
being “Felix,” a Latin word which you should study in the translating of this vital, 
key section of the novel. In reading it now, it seems to me to have a Roman Catho- 
lic message, and I am not a Roman Catholic; the message was not mine, but, since 
then as I myself read it, has become mine and | hope others, too. In this regard, 
this section of this novel is unique among my works. 

I hope this helps you, Jannick; it’s all ] can think to say. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


hor THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


[TO ISA HACKETT] June 23, 1974 


Dear Isa, 


Hi. I’ve been thinking about you a lot, wondering how you are. Did you get 
the different things I sent you? First, your birthday present. And then the Marlo 
Thomas book. And then | think I sent you two different sets of pictures for your 
wall, but I forget because it’s been so long. Oh yes, and then I sent you a big 
bridge. I asked them to put a note with the bridge saying it was from your Dad. 
Did they do that? | hope you liked everything, especially the bridge. 

I guess you are out of school, now. Are you glad? It is very nice down here 
right now. I’m hoping to see you one of these days soon. I’m not doing much right 
now, although early next year they want me to fly to England to give a speech, 
and maybe I'll stop over in France for a few days while I’m there. Some very 
famous people are going to be giving speeches along with me, I understand. It'll be 
exciting. I’ve never been to England. I guess you haven't either. Maybe some time 
we can both go. First, though, I’ll scout around and see if it’s any good. They say 
the weather there is like San Francisco, a lot of fog. 

We have a nice apartment down here, and a cat, although the cat is hard to 
see because he is the same color as the carpet: a sort of dull pink. He gets walked 
on all the time because no one can see him for sure, but he is too stubborn and set 
in his ways to move, even when he sees someone about to walk on him. | think we 
should paint him another color entirely, for his own good, maybe purple. And 
while we’re at it we could spray him with that paint that glows in the dark so that 
he won't get walked on at night. We get up a lot at night to see how the baby is, 
and that’s when the cat gets walked on the most. 

We have a sundeck with a big umbrella and chairs to sit out on and get sun- 
light all day, if you like that (I sure do). There are some nice little kids around 
here, too. There are beaches and of course Disneyland and Marineland and 
Knott’s Berryfarm. And other places like that. Most of the time I just go to take 
the car to the garage, because the baby is too little to go anywhere and it’s not 
much fun to go to places like Disneyland unless you have a kid to take. I’d very 
much like to take you. If you were here it would be wonderful. We could also go to 
the beach. And we can go to the town of Yorba Linda where President Nixon 
grew up, and throw rocks at the park named after him (you can play there, too, 
while we’re there). And what I like best of all is a really neat Mexican town called 
Placentia, which has a genuine Mexican section called a Barrio. It’s exactly like 
parts of Mexico I’ve been in. 

Isa, write me and let me know if you got the things I sent. And tell me what 
you re doing. I hope to see you and have you down here. You can tell us what 
color to paint the cat, okay? Love to you, dear. 


Your Daddy 
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[TO SCOTT MEREDITH] June 24, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


In the current Locus there is the enclosed item: that Pyramid Books has pur- 
chased 18 Harlan Ellison titles (11 of which are out of print) for a “six figure 
sum,” which means for over one hundred thousand, does it not? 

This recalls to me my complaint, about which I am still waiting to hear, that 
Ace’s payoff on my 17 titles of $2,400 net to me is not enough. That comes out 
about $142.50 per title, and this, as you know, includes foreign sales and book 
club sales. 

I estimated that Ace owes me about $125,000 for these 17 titles, and from 
the size of the payoff to Harlan, I would think Iam quite right. And $100,000 
would be the minimum which Harlan could have gotten—I just think, Scott, that 
ol’ Har Baby may well have gotten much, much more; correct? Next time I see 
him I'll ask. 

Really, $142.50 per title for my Ace titles is absurd, as I’m sure you will 
admit. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO NANCY HACKETT] June 25, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


Thank you for your letter; | am always glad to hear how Isa is doing. On the 
weekend I wrote her, but to the old box number; if she doesn’t get that letter, let 
me know. I sent her some money in it and asked about the various presents I’ve 
been sending her. It goes without saying that I would treasure any letter from Isa 
that I might get—any little picture, anything. 

As regards your informing me of God’s habits, customs and views, I can actu- 
ally obtain a certain true knowledge of these myself by direct study of the Scrip- 
tures, which we have here in several translations. It is not up to one human to tell 
another with a spurious sense of absolute knowledge what God is or says or 
wishes; we are to go individually directly to the Scriptures, which alone are the 
authentic source. However, to break my own perception, | will fall victim to the 
promptings of the Evil One who whispers to each of us to make use of God’s word 
for our own personal purposes, by calling your attention to this passage in Paul’s 
First Letter to Timothy: 6:3: 

“.. If any man teaches other doctrine and does not assist to healthy words, 
those of our Lord Jesus Christ, nor to the teaching that accords with godly devo- 
tion, he is puffed up with pride, not understanding anything, but being mentally dis- 


134 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


eased over questionings and debates about words. From these things spring envy, 
strife, abusive speeches, wicked suspicions, violent disputes about trifles on the 
part of men corrupted in mind and despoiled of the truth, thinking that godly devo- 
tion is a means of gain.” (The underlining of course is mine.) 

Also, | would call your attention to a passage in Second Timothy which was 
shown to me back in 1971 and which brought me much understanding and com- 
fort in my suffering: 

“..But know this, that in the last days critical times hard to deal with will 
be here. For men will be lovers of money, self-assuming, haughty, blasphemers, dis- 
obedient to parents, unthankful, disloyal, having no natural affection, not open to 
any agreement, slanderers, without self-control, fierce, without love of goodness, 
betrayers, headstrong, puffed up with pride, lovers of pleasure rather than lovers of 
God, having a form of godly devotion but proving false to its power; and from 
these turn away. For from these arise those men who slyly work their way into 
households and lead as their captives weak women loaded down with sins, led by 
various desires, always learning and yet never able to come to an accurate knowl- 
edge of truth.” (3:1/7) 

From this passage, Nancy, | saw what had happened to me in my own house- 
hold, there in Santa Venetia. Which was why the person, familiar with the Scrip- 
tures and wishing to help me, showed it to me. 

I do not pretend to know if God would place these passages before you as he 
did me; they increased my understanding, and other passages increased my hope, 
such as Isaiah 64, 65 and 66, and Psalm 141, plus many other sections. 

Really, though, Nancy, one should no more boast about his spiritual wealth 
than about his financial wealth. | do not tell people that | know I am saved, 
although I hope that I am and that all men of good will are. | cannot know God’s 
will or desires or intentions; | can pray, as I do, for a glimpse of His plan and for 
the opportunity of aiding that plan... but what He has for me or for anyone else, 
in this world or any other, cannot be fully known to any of us. God alone possesses 
certitude, and no tract or pamphlet or sect or human man can claim to give us 
absolute knowledge of our salvation; we do not and cannot obtain a legal contract 
with God which requires Him to save us. We are promised nothing except the 
chance to make a choice, but the outcome of that choice is up to Him; He is the 
judge. Man proposes but God disposes; we wish salvation and we seek it as best we 
know how, but all ultimate dispositions remain with Him. 

It is like saying, “My rich uncle can fix this parking ticket; | have powerful 
connections.” God is there for all men. None of us has any more of a direct line, a 
direct connection, than any other. 

God does not belong to you, Nancy, or to me; we belong to Him. 


Love, 
Phil 


PS. Enclosed you will find a picture taken of me last May in which my lovely 
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cross which Tessa gave me right after I got out of St. Jude Hospital can be seen. 
The girl is Norman Spinrad’s girlfriend, Dona. Taken on our sundeck by Tessa. 
(Last week was Tessa’s birthday and I got her a better camera, a 35mm Praktica; 
when we get the first prints back if they’re any good we'll send you and Isa some. 
Also, this is Tessa’s new Olympia that I’m typing this on; I hope I don’t break it.) 


(TO ISA HACKETT} June 26, 1974 


Dear Isa, 

Hi again, sweetheart. I just heard from your mother about your treehouse; it 
sure sounds wonderful. I hope you are having a good time in it. It’s very nice to 
know you have my picture up in it; thank you so much. | carry your picture in my 
wallet all the time, and show it to everyone. They all say you’re pretty, and I then 
tell them you’re smart, too. 

Isa, I hope you get the letter I sent you with the five dollars in it; I sent it to 
your old box number, as I mentioned to your mother in a letter I just sent her. Let 
me know if you don’t receive it. Meanwhile, here is another five dollars, so if you 
get both, that makes ten dollars. Okay? 

Also, I sent away for some more books for you. They should come in about a 
month; I’m sorry it takes so long, but that’s how it is ....] remember when I was a 
little kid about your age and I used to listen to “Little Orphan Annie” on the 
radio; they advertised a decoder badge, and I sent away for it and it took so long I 
just about couldn’t stand it. Six weeks at least, which seemed like a year to me. 
Are you that way, too? Anyhow, finally it came, and I couldn’t figure out how to 
work it (I finally did, with some help from an adult). 

You'll find pictures of the seven books I sent away for; I hope they’re as nice 
as the ad said. (The pictures are with this letter.) (Along with the five dollars.) 
(Along with all my love, and my hope to see you soon.) 

Tessa and the baby say hello to you, and send their love, too. Did | tell you 
that the baby is walking now? He’s almost a year old. 

Write to me, Isa. Send me a picture that you drew, too, okay? 


[TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] June 27, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


There is one more—and very important—matter I have wanted to take to 
court, but lacked the financial resources up to now to do so. It is the matter of the 
realtor who bought my house in Santa Venetia packing and ultimately shipping to 
me only a portion of my possessions which were in that house, back in 1972. 
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Some of what was not shipped (she had agreed on the phone to pack it, and 
there was the sum of $450 of mine in her hands to cover all costs) would have 
been of value to her, such as furniture, pictures, small appliances, my huge fire- 
proof file, books, phonograph records, clothing, etc. (I had some original signed 
pictures which never came down to me, for example. And quite valuable old 
records, an entire rare-record collection.) But what has been the most damaging 
loss to me has been the loss of all my business papers which were there in the 
house: not merely financial documents such as anyone has, but papers connected 
with my writing. Neither of my two desks came down here, and all their contents 
were gone. “They just disappeared,” Mrs. tells me in various letters | 
have from her. “I had been going through them to see which to keep and which to 
throw away, and had them ready, plus the desk, for storage, and they just disap- 
peared.” Nobody gave her the authority in the first place to “go through my papers 
to see which to keep and which to throw away”; only I could do that. There was 
adequate money to store all the papers, and | had assumed she would. 

It seems to me that she should reimburse me for what she either kept for her- 
self, such as furniture, or threw away such as business papers which were worth a 
great deal to me but which she could not herself use. Nancy took some things; per- 
haps my mother and sister took others. But someone took most of what | had. | 
made vast and repeated efforts to locate and get back the papers especially, after | 
learned in mid 1972 that they had not been stored—] got a small carton, nothing 
more. 

In her letters to me, Mrs. claims that some of my things were 
stolen from the house before she entered it upon obtaining title. This may be 
true, but by her own admission these thefts before she entered and took posses- 
sion and responsibility were limited to one small bedroom, and did not include 
any items in the remaining rooms of the house, such as the open-plan living 
room-dining room-kitchen area in which most items were located (my stereo in 
the living room was there, and she did ship it down, along with my typewriter 
and typing lamp; not so my typing chair or any chairs, nor a brand new quite 
expensive decorator’s lamp). 

Mrs. ’s letters admit that all these items, especially my business 
papers, should have been shipped down to me; she deplores their loss, admits 
them to have been in her possession when she entered the house, admits she 
undertook the task of having them stored, but simply says there were “too many 
people in the house at that time,” i.e. after she took legal possession: Nancy, my 
mother, my sister, my brother and herself and of course whoever helped Nancy 
move the big appliances such as the refrigerator which she took. I agree that this 
was a lot of people. But the legal responsibility, I think, remains hers. 

Anyhow, this is what I'd like you to tell me, if you could. Do we have a legal 
case against her for the loss/theft whatever of all my possessions? I doubt if we can 
get any of them back—everyone involved denies having them, except that Nancy 
admits “having some of my books”—but the financial damage to me is enormous. 
I'd like to recover some of my loss if I possibly can. 
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So let me know, if you will, what sort of case we may have here. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO CAROL CARR] June 27, 1974 
Dear Carol, 


Hi. My name is Phil. I guess Terry told you that I phoned him early last April 
to say wistfully that I sure wish his wife Carol would write me ...this breaking my 
agreement with you to wait forever for you to write, in silence, so as to amaze you. 
I regret having done that, Carol, | mean breaking my word. This letter is to assure 
you that I am still amazing you, despite my phonecall which was the rash act of a 
fool. It won't happen again. 

See, I had just gotten out of St. Jude Hospital and was feeling supergood and 
wanted to talk to people. I phoned Terry and Barry Malzberg and Joanna Russ and 
I forget who else. That’s the bad part: “I forget who else.” I guess my old trouble 
came back for a while. Anyhow it added up to $113.94 and Tessa looked at me 
funny for a long time. 

I fired my agent and he sent me thousands & thousands of dollars he was just 
about to put into the mail anyhow and it had no connection with me firing him, 
but just the same, would I like to stay with him? | said okay if I got around 
$125,000 more, or a reasonable settlement. I have not heard from him since. 

With some of the money | bought Tessa this new Olympia typewriter and a 
Pen no that ain't it. A Praktica single lens 35mm camera. A picture taken here- 
with is enclosed. 

Carol, I may be up in the Bay Area to pick up my little girl Isa and bring her 
down here to live. Currently I am in a custody fight with Nancy to get custody 
(not of Nancy, silly, but of Isa) on the grounds that Nancy is mentally ill. 

I think about you a lot, Carol, since my therapist is named Carol, too. I tell 
her about you, like, “Carol Carr is tall and slender; wow.” Which makes my thera- 
pist furious and she leaps up saying, “Yeah, and I suppose I’m short and fat. Well, 
I'll tell you something about yourself, Phil, you’re pretty goddam fat yourself, did 
you know it?” She has a fat problem. But I love her. She has done a lot for me, 
especially in regards to the diet she put me on; she puts all her patients on diets 
because she can’t stand to surround herself with fat people. | now weigh 98 
pounds. 

Also I tell Tessa about you constantly, like the time you and [ had the flat tire 
on the McArthur Freeway and you held up the rear end of the car while I 
changed it because I had no jack. And the time we were walking in Golden Gate 
Park and vandals stole you under the impression that you were an exotic flower. 

The last time you phoned me Carol was sort of nice, because of the bare fact 
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that you phoned, but frankly I couldn’t understand a word you said. | asked Nor- 
man Spinrad about it and he explained to me why. When I see you I will tell you. 
(That gives you a reason for seeing me when | come up there to get Isa. The only 
problem is, How are you going to tell me yes, do drop by, Phil. You don’t seem able 
to put pen to paper, and when you phone, largely because of my own personal 
problems I can’t fathom what you're saying. Is there a third way of communicating 
that I’ve forgotten, outside of writing or talking? If so I don’t know what it is. I will 
leave it to you to think what it is. Maybe you could tell someone, and they come 
fly down here and tell me, assuming | could understand them. Or them you.) 

I will not be at the Westercon as Guest of Honor or anything else because 
this hypertension (high blood pressure) which put me in St. Jude Hospital in 
March & April is still too high for me to do that sort of thing. Sorry. (Why am | 
apologizing? It’s me that’s dying. You should apologize to me. Somebody should, 
maybe God.) 

The baby is almost a year old now and walks and talks. He pulls off the cat’s 
ears and tail and we have to glue them back on. Sometimes we get the pieces back 
in the wrong places and he looks funny and the other cats laugh. They do a lot of 
that. 

Well, I got to go because the world is coming to an end and | don’t want to 
miss out. I always miss out (they never let me go anywhere or do or see anything). 
Love to you both, and if you can find a way to communicate I would treasure each 
integer of it, whatever system it consists of. 


Love, 

Ph8 

(A typo in my name; that’s it; 
that’s how God lets you know.) 
Phil 


[TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] June 28, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


I’m sending you a copy of my new novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICE- 
MAN SAID, from Doubleday Inc. (I inscribed it, too.) 

Had it not been for you (as 1 mention in my inscription) this novel would not 
now exist. As perhaps you recall my mentioning, slightly over three months after | 
turned the MS over to you to put in your safe, my house was robbed, my files 
blown open and ransacked, with many of my business papers and documents and 
correspondence taken. Had the MS of this novel—which was the sole MS—been 
in the files, as it had previously been, then either by intent or by accident it might 
have perished. We'll never know. 

What we do know is that | will never forget you for doing this for me, plus all 
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else you’ve done ...1 couldn't get all this onto the inscription page in the book, so 
I’m saying it here. Also, I might point out a minor (no offense) character in the 
novel, an attorney retained by the protagonist, named Bill Wolfer, who, as is 
stated on page 227, provides “excellent legal help” and so forth—but I don’t want 
to spoil your reading by telling you the ending, since Bill Wolfer is involved in the 
entire outcome, and in a fundamental way. Needless to say, such attorneys as Bill 
Wolfer are deeply appreciated, by both Jason Taverner, the protagonist, and by me 
as well. We both get into similar troubles (as is mentioned in the blurb) and need 
Bill Wolfer under all his various names to aid us. 

Hope you enjoy the novel. The think-piece magazine Psychology Today gives 
it a good review, and it’s selling well. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO DOROTHY HUDNER, Dick’s mother] June 28, 1974 
Dear Dorothy, 


Here are some recent pictures for you, which we took with the single lens 
35mm camera I got Tessa for her birthday. 

Christopher loves the bunny you sent him; he hugs and bites it all the time. 
He’s walking now, and speaks three words. 

It’s been nice weather down here; we sit out on our sundeck and get tanned. 

I've been invited to fly to London next February to give a speech, along with 
other writers such as the man who wrote FUTURE SHOCK. I told them I'd go; 
they'll pay most of the expenses. 

My new novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, is selling 
quite well. 1 now have over 13 books in print, and royalties therefrom. We’ve 
taken in quite a lot of money from Scott, and are much more relaxed. I got Tessa 
this new Olympia typewriter for her birthday, too, which I’m typing this on; it’s an 
incredible machine, much better than mine was, even when it was new. 

I've started on a sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, which is in print 
again and selling well. 

That’s about all the news from here. How are you doing? Is the weather nice 
up there? Everybody here says hello. 


Love, 


Phil 
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[TO ISA HACKETT] June 28, 1974 


Dear lsa, 


Hi, Isa. This is your Daddy talking, I mean writing. I’m writing you again to 
send you the pictures which you will find here in this envelope. I hope you like 
them. There are three of them, all of me, is that okay? 

(picture one) I am reading the newspaper, trying to find out where I’ve made 
a million dollars on the stock exchange, but needless to say I haven't. So I read 
the sports page instead. 

(picture two) I am brushing and grooming our cat Pinky so that he won't go 
live next door where they serve better food. See, Pinky thinks this is a restaurant; 
every morning when | get up, he is waiting outside for the restaurant to open and 
start serving food. We added the free brushing and grooming service to keep him 
interested, since no other restaurant provides that (1 hope, anyhow) and so he has 
stayed around. 

(picture three) | am sitting back against a blank wall gazing dully ahead and 
holding Pinky, who wishes to get down, please. I have been sitting there—so has 
Pinky—a long time because | just got Tessa the new camera she took these pic- 
tures with, and there are lots of dials and knobs and meters and settings and 
adjustments on the camera she has to make before clicking the shutter, so both 
Pinky and I have grown weary. We look like prisoners or something, in a Mexican 
jail. 

I] hope you’re doing fine, Isa, and if you have any pictures of yourself, I’d love 
to see them. 


[TO JAMIS June 28, 1974 


Dear Jamis, 


How are you? It was wonderful talking to you on the phone; I did, didn’t I? | 
had just gotten out of the hospital and was sort of out of it because of the medica- 
tion, but I have a vivid memory of your voice. 

I'll bet this letter catches you somewhere on the road or the boats. Jamis, | 
hope to fly up to Seattle soon to scout around for a house for me and Tessa and 
Christopher; if so perhaps we could get together. Does that sound like a plan? I’d 
like to take the ferry over to Victoria; is there any chance we could meet there? 
Let me know, because if I go ] will be going soon. 

With this letter you'll find a picture of me and my cat Pinky that Tessa took 
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with the new camera | gave her for her birthday. Pinky is the one in the fur suit. 
I’m holding him. 

Really, that’s about all the news except that I’m trying to get custody of my 
daughter from my previous marriage. She is seven, now. I expect to hear any day. 

It’s been between 92 and 115 degrees, here. 

Write to me, and if you have a picture of yourself, send it. ] hope you’re okay; 
I think about you a lot. Take care, honey. 


Love, 
Phil 


[TO PETER FITTING] June 28, 1974 


Dear Peter, 


It was nice to hear from you. We heard from Agneta, too; their pictures 
didn’t come out so we sent her some of ours. I hope to see her when | fly to 
England next February to speak, as I told her. 

In regards to some of the intellectual, theoretical subjects all of us discussed 
the day you and your friends were here to visit, | recall in particular my statement 
to you (which I believe you got on your tape, too) that “the universe is moving 
backward,” a rather odd statement on the face of it ] admit. What I meant by that 
is something which at the time | could not really express, having had an experi- 
ence, several in fact, but not having the terms. Now, by having read further, | have 
some sort of terms, and would like to describe some of my personal experiences 
using, in a pragmatic way, the concept of tachyons, which are supposed to be parti- 
cles of cosmic origin (I am quoting Arthur Koestler) which fly faster than light 
and consequently in a reversed time direction. “They would thus,” Koestler says, 
“carry information from the future into our present, as light and X rays from dis- 
tant galaxies carry information from the remote past of the universe into our now 
and here. In the light of these developments, we can no longer exclude on a priori 
grounds the theoretical possibility of precognitive phenomena.” And so forth 
(Harper’s, July 1974). 

I had been for several months experimenting with something I read about 
while doing research on the brain, in particular new discoveries on split-brain phe- 
nomena, for my novel ASCANNER DARKLY; I had come across the fact that 
the brain can transduce external fields of both high and low frequency providing 
that the thermal factor is quite low. Also, I had read about which vitamins in 
megadosages can improve neural firing and produce vastly increased brain effi- 
ciency. I began attempting, on the basis of what I knew, to bring on both the hemi- 
spheres of my own brain using the recipe for megadoses of the water soluble 
vitamins; at the same time I tried again and again to exclude the ordinary external 
electrical fields that we customarily tune into: man-made fields, which we con- 
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sider “signal,” and at the same time | tried to directly transduce what we usually 
think of as “noise,” in particular weak natural electrical fields. 

One night I found myself flooded with colored graphics which resembled the 
nonobjective paintings of Kandinsky and Klee, thousands of them one after the 
other, so fast as to resemble “flash cut” use in movie work. This went on for eight 
hours. Each picture was balanced, had excellent harmony and possessed idiomatic 
style—that of a well-known nonobjective artist. | could not account for what I 
was seeing (this took place in the dark, and was evidently phosphene activity 
within my eyes, but the source of the stimulation of the phosphenes was an 
enigma to me at the time), but I was certain that these tens of thousands of lovely, 
balanced, quite professional and esthetic harmonious graphics could not be origi- 
nating within my own mind or brain. I have no facility with graphics, and besides, 
there were too many of them; even Picasso, whose styles predominated for over an 
hour, never actually painted so many, although he very likely saw that many in his 
own head. 

In later studies about the brain I learned of an inhibiting brain fluid called 
GABA, which when its effect drops drastically, which is to say when an external 
stimulus causes disinhibition and firing of a programmed sequence up to then 
inhibited, such colored graphics are often experienced. So I concluded that mas- 
sive—unique in my life, in fact—disinhibition had taken place, although | could 
not identify the external stimulus, nor comprehend the programmed or 
engrammed sequences. At the same time (in the days following) I found myself 
possessed with enormous energy and did a lot of unusual things. This, in fact, is 
what probably raised my blood pressure so much that my doctor had to hospitalize 
me. I was constantly active, and in new ways. This tends to confirm the theory of 
massive disinhibition and unusual neural firing along hitherto unused neural path- 
ways, perhaps an entire hemisphere of the brain held in readiness until then—I 
did not know for what. 

All this may have been induced by the huge doses of water soluble vitamins | 
took, gram after gram of vitamin C, for instance. But I doubt it. At the same time 
as 1 experienced the release of psychic energy (to use Esther Harding’s phrase, 
picked up by Jung), | became conscious of pathic language directed at me from all 
creatures, and finally, as it spread it—and this is the point I’m getting at—from 
the direction of the sky, especially at night. | had a keen intuition that information 
of some kind was arriving at us all, in fact bombarding us, from sidereal space. 

For a time | imagined that an ESP experiment had somehow by accident 
involved me: the long-range transmission of graphics. I wrote to a lab in Lenin- 
grad and told them about my experience, having at the time the feeling that the 
point of origin of these signals was far distant, and hence in the USSR. Now | 
believe the point of origin was even farther: | think that I somehow for a short 
time transduced tachyon bombardment, which comes to us constantly, and which 
animals utilize to engram them into performing what we call “instinctive actions.” 
I had been consciously trying to transduce external weak fields, which I know to 
be possible, and I know that when this is done successfully that the brain’s effi- 
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ciency is increased; however, I had no preconception of what fields I might trans- 
duce—except that | felt they would be natural and not man-made—and what 
information, if any, they might contain. I was hoping only for increased neural effi- 
ciency. I got more: actual information about the future, for during the next three 
months, almost each night, during sleep I was receiving information in the form of 
print-outs: words and sentences, letters and names and numbers—sometimes 
whole pages, sometimes in the form of writing paper and holographic writing, 
sometimes, oddly, in the form of a baby’s cereal box on which all sorts of quite 
meaningful information was written and typed, and finally galley proofs held up 
for me to read which I was told in my dream “contained prophecies about the 
future,” and during the last two weeks a huge book, again and again, with page 
after page of printed lines. 

Without the tachyon theory I would lack any kind of scientific formulation, 
and would have to declare that “God has shown me the sacred tablets in which 
the future is written” and so forth, as did our forefathers, back on the deserts of 
Israel under the sky as they tended their sleeping flocks. Koestler also points out 
that according to modern theory the universe is moving from chaos to form; there- 
fore tachyon bombardment would contain information which expressed a greater 
degree of Gestalt than similar information about the present; it would, to us at 
this time continuum, seem more living, more animated by a conscious spirit, thus 
giving rise to the concept of God. This would definitely give rise to the idea of pur- 
pose, in particular purpose lying in the future. Thus we now have a scientific 
method of considering the notion of teleology, I think, which is why I am writing 
you now, to express this, my own sense of final causes, as we discussed that day. 

Much of this printed-out information to me arriving in dreams has had a 
teaching, shaping and directing quality; it tends to inform and guide me, and 
make me aware of what I should do. It literally educates me, and I’m sure each 
small creature, each bug and plant and animal and fish, has the same sense of it. 
I’ve watched my cat, now, as he sits out on the sundeck at night; he is beyond 
doubt considering the sidereal world above him and not moving objects below— 
when he comes in the house an hour or two later he seems modified, as if he has 
been taught during that period and knows it. | think this happens to us all but | 
managed consciously to transduce above the threshold of awareness, which is 
unusual but not unique, and became aware of this constant natural and normal 
process which shapes all life from the future, as Koestler describes. It is often 
described as the “Divine Plan,” or better yet “Continual Creation.” Any such 
terms will do, but I regard it for my own purposes as a continual informational 
print-out from the future which directs us all, not in the coercive sense that the 
past does, but experienced—and rightly so—as volition. As, so to speak, free will. 
This term sounds right to me each morning when | wake up and reflect on the 
pages of print I’ve seen during the night; I am not forced to do what the informa- 
tion brings to my attention; | am free to consider it, digest and understand it, and, 
with its assistance, act on it. 

For well over two months | was convinced that the Holy Spirit, which is to 
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say God, was directing me, and in a sense this is true; it is a matter of semantics: 
at one time these would have been the only terms we had available to us; we 
would have talked about a divine vision and so forth. What I think now is that 
more modern terms can be better applied; the future is more coherent than the 
present, more animated and purposeful, and in a real sense, wiser. It knows more, 
and some of this knowledge gets transmitted back to us by what seems to be a 
purely natural phenomenon. We are being talked to, by a very informed Entity: 
that of all creation as it lies ahead of us in time. 


Cordially, 
Phil 


PS. In terms of Ubik (not the novel but the force described in my novel) perhaps 
I was already becoming aware of this total coherence which the universe is mov- 
ing toward and which bombards us backward, so to speak, with information about 
itself, thus giving us a certain awareness of itself. | would think that for purely fic- 
tional purposes the description given and the name given in the novel would be 
more rather than less accurate vis-a-vis the tachyon theory, which is connected 
with the theory that the universe is moving from chaos to form. Ubik talks to us 
from the future, from the end state to which everything is moving; thus Ubik is 
not here—which is to say now—but will be, and what we get is information about 
and from Ubik, as we receive TV or radio signals from transmitters located in 
other spaces in this time continuum. 

I see no objection to interpreting the meaning of the force Ubik this way. 
Nor in interpreting the purpose of the novel UBIK by saying that in it | was trying 
in adim and unconscious way to express a series of experiences I had had most of 
my life of a directing, shaping and assisting—and informing—force, much wiser 
than us which we in no way could perceive directly; where it was or what it was 
called I did not know; I knew it only by its effects: in Kant’s terms, it is (or as | 
understand now will be) a Thing-in-Itself. 

Thus I would express the purpose of the novel—my purpose, anyhow—to be 
a fictional statement containing a presentation of this directing presence which | 
arbitrarily chose the name “Ubik” for. That Ubik (or more accurately the future 
total Gestalt of purpose and Meaning) may well have written the book through 
me is possible, but only in the sense that all creatures from grasshoppers on up, in 
particular small creatures such as grasshoppers, are “written through,” by what we 
call instinct, rather than “writing” their lives. However, I do think one could say 
this; rather than having it read: UBIK, by Philip K. Dick, one could put it this way: 


PHILIP K. DICK 
by 
Ubik 


In a sense I am joking, of course, but in a sense I am not. 
I don’t feel I was “picked” by a Future Force, as its instrument, etc., bidden to 
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make manifest its word, etc., anymore than when you are watching a TV program 
the transmitter has picked you. It is broadcast; it just radiates out in all directions 
and some people tune in, some do not; some like what they see & hear, some 
reject it. All I did was to transduce, as all creatures do. I just gave what I received 
a local habitation and a name, as Shakespeare put it. 


PKD 


P PS. One aspect of regarding this as an information transmission and reception- 
transduction system (like a teletype) might at last throw some light on the other- 
wise puzzling phenomenon of glossolalia, when seized by the “Holy Spirit.” In my 
reception of tachyon bombardment (assuming this is what it is, of course) I fre- 
quently either fail to transduce properly (error at the receiving end) or else there 
is a lapse of accurate transmission (as if the teletype operator has his fingers on the 
wrong line of keys, etc.). When that happens, instead of seeing, in my dreams, the 
perfectly articulated English prose passages which would be the result of all compo- 
nents functioning correctly, I get gibberish like this: meaningless “names” and 
“words” and sequences of numbers which have no significance. Unless one is very, 
very careful to factor out, to use a scrupulous reject circuit of some kind (I sup- 
pose this would come with practice) one is confronted with the task of making 
sense out of random or inaccurate integers. I give these actual examples: 


832 Command—Odd 
835 G-12 
5412960 5242681 
Eleanor P-13 
Mr. Arensky 

Mrs. Aramcheck 

Sadasa Ulna 

is? 


Considering the distance over which these packets of information travel, and 
their velocity, much contamination, signal-loss and other familiar invasion of the 
material contained must take place—cross-talk from other fields, so that when 
the tachyons at last impinge on us even if our transduction is superb (as in the 
case of “mystics” and “saints”) there would be something quite less than a perfect 
meaningful construct. I suppose that out of these etaoin shrdlu type of ramblings 
(or whatever you get on a linotype when your fingers go from left to right) the vari- 
ous “Names of God” are constructed; they supply the spurious and dogmatic Holy 
Writ such as the Mormons treasure as their inspiration. 

If you recall the weird word found on deserted Roanoke Island in 1591, 
which was CTOSYOAN, carved on a tree and everyone mysteriously gone,—well, 
look I did it just then; ] had my fingers one key to the right on my keyboard: the 
word is CROATOAN; | was copying it from my textbook and had my eyes away 
from my hands. Thus marvelously proving my point. But for centuries scholars 
have been trying to figure out what “Croatoan” means. Probably it means noth- 
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ing; the terrified colonists of the island, faced by one or more hostile forces (fam- 
ine, Indians, plague, etc.) had an inspiration and left the island for some other 
sanctuary, believing that those letters spelled out something meaningful. Perhaps 
the Cosmic Teletype Operator turned his head for a moment, as | did, and erred. 

In my novel GALACTIC POT-HEALER there’s a girl character named Mali 
Yojez. Not being able to think of another name, I hit keys at random, and used 
what I got. Years later a burned-out freak who had read the book looked at me 
with secret insinuating accusation and said, pointing to these letters-used-as-a- 
name, “That’s me you're writing about there in your book.” I pointed out that 
Mali Yojez was in no way his name. “It’s a code you used,” he explained, “to cover 
over my name so | wouldn't know. But I do know.” I then pointed out that I had 
written and published the book years before I ever met him; at that his all-know- 
ing paranoid glee increased. “That just proves how clever you are,” he said. “You 
even knew about me in advance.” You see what I mean, Peter. 


PKD 


I’ve reinserted this into the typewriter because just as | was about to mail this, it 
occurred to me that according to my tachyon theory, I could well have anticipated 
meeting the above-mentioned burned-out freak. This brings to my mind my 
strange and eerie feeling that my novels are gradually coming true. At first | 
laughed about this, as if it was only a sort of small matter; but over the years—my 
God, I’ve been selling stories for 23 years—it seems to me that by subtle but real 
degrees the world has come to resemble a PKD novel; or, put another way, subjec- 
tively 1 sense my actual world as resembling the kind of typical universe which | 
used to merely create as fiction, and which | left, often happily, when I was done 
writing. 

Other people have mentioned this, too, the feeling that more & more they 
are living in a PKD novel. And several freaks have even accused me of bringing 
on the modern world by my novels. 

Well, a case could be made here for my above tachyon theory, I guess, 
although I hadn’t thought of it until now. Let us say that I am inspired by a cre- 
ative entity outside my conscious personality to write what | write (1 had imagined 
it to be my subconscious, but this only begs the question, What is the subcon- 
scious?). There is no doubt that quite frankly ] do not in any real sense write my 
novels; they do come from some non-] part of me. Often they contain dreams I’ve 
had (this was true of Lovecraft, I’ve heard). If tachyon bombardment was inspiring 
my novels, then it would stand to reason that the world—it is really all the same 
world which my books depict, as has been pointed out in critical essays many 
times—it would stand to reason that, as the years pass, my books would, so to 
speak, come true. They are about the future in two ways: they describe it fiction- 
ally, like S-F tends to do, and, they being inspired by tachyon information about 
the actual future (or possibly several alternate futures) depict on-coming reality. 
Isn’t our world now somewhat like the world in SOLAR LOTTERY, my first 


novel? And other, later novels of mine even more so? I do not wish to be in one of 
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my own novels, by the way. So this isn’t wish-fulfillment. Anyhow, I’m not the 
only person who’s noticed that the world seems to be getting like my novels; it 
was pointed out to me recently that if I had waited another year to bring out 
FLOW MY TEARS it would have been out of date (actually it was by-and-large 
finished in 1970). 

Several times I’ve had the uncanny experience of meeting people who resem- 
bled persons, characters, I’d previously made up for my novels. In FLOW MY 
TEARS there’s a 19 year old girl named Kathy, as you recall, whom Jason meets; 
she is a girl of the gutter, so to speak, living a quasi-illegal existence. The next 
year, 1971, I in fact did meet a girl, the same age, living a life so similar to that of 
the girl in the novel as to frighten me—frighten me that if she reads the book ever 
she may sue. Her name—Kathy. 

I am not the true and actual source of my own fiction, and I’ve always won- 
dered what the source was. John Denver, the current folk singer, says he doesn't 
compose his many songs; “They’re out there in the air somewhere,” he says, “and I 
just fish them in.” Well, my novels aren’t out there in the air; they’re in my uncon- 
scious—or are they? Maybe Denver is right; it’s coming at us from a standpoint 
physically outside our brains, not down deep below the surface. In point of fact, S- 
F is often thought of as “future history,” and this notion is one I’ve combatted, 
with great irritation, over the years. And yet I’m faced with the fact that time and 
history have caught up with me, which is perhaps one reason why you and others 
were disappointed with FLOW MY TEARS; I waited too long to bring it out. Put 
another way, the gap between my vision and the actual world has gotten smaller 
and smaller over the years; when | wrote SOLAR LOTTERY it was a vision that 
no one else had, but how can | claim my vision in FLOW MY TEARS to be 
unique in the same way? | could do as well by getting my information from the 
newspapers, perhaps. How strange. How frightening, to me, anyhow. 

And yet, as of this March, with the sudden bombardment of the nonobjec- 
tive graphics, perhaps I have once again regained contact with the authentic 
future; for example, the work I’m engaged in now is a sequel to MAN IN THE 
HIGH CASTLE, at last—I’ve wanted to do that for 12 years, but never come up 
with an idea good enough. Based on my experiences from March of this year on, | 
believe I have indeed, finally, come up with an idea good enough, and am deep 
into it. I feel that the external creative force which I’ve discussed throughout this 
letter, whatever its source, whatever its nature, has inspired me as | have never 
been inspired before. More important to me than what it is, what it’s called, is the 
quality of its inspiration to me and the effect on my writing. Well, from these expe- 
riences over the past three months | do have a terrific idea, I think the best of my 
life, and in no way will it be anything you can read about in the present day news- 
paper. Perhaps what has happened is nothing more or less than a sudden retum of 
the old force of creativity which animated me in years past and novels past, before 
the tragic years after my wife Nancy became mentally ill and left forever with my 
little daughter, and I fell into despair and inactivity, and didn’t write for three 
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years. Whatever it is, God bless it, and 1 am grateful for it. Wish me luck—and 
also, let me know what you think of all this; | value your opinion uniquely. 


PKD 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] June 29, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I’m sorry I’m so late in sending you this Marxist paper on my works, but 
frankly I’ve been going through the three that I have and they’re so shoddy and 
near-worthless that for a time I gave up and felt it wasn’t worth it. For example, 
one dealing with FLOW MY TEARS states that “Jason Taverner is found guilty 
and executed,” and then goes on at length about the meaning of “Jason Taverner’s 
death,” whereas in point of fact (as you know) he was found innocent at the trial 
and lived on practically forever. 

I can’t account for a thinkpiece criticism of TEARS discussing at length a 
conclusion which did not take place, rather than the one that did; perhaps once 
more, as with my wrong phone number, we are in a PKD alternate present... .I cer- 
tainly know how you feel or did feel—to read a paragraph beginning “Jason 
Taverner’s death” and so on is like participating in another world indeed, one that 
is not ours. To me, these Marxist tracts, sermons and diatribes on my work are 
mere Curiosities ... however, | did make you a promise, and for your purposes 
maybe the one included will have some worth. It is Lem’s, which I hope you don’t 
have already; you don’t, do you? Promise me, swear to me, I’m sending you some- 
thing you don’t have already. 

Could you send it back, by the way, when you're done with it? If it’s conve- 
nient. Am including dollar to pay postage; okay? If you keep the Lem tract, use 
the dollar to buy yourself a drink. | would probably buy you a Black Russian, so get 
that by all means. 

I’m in a weird space; it’s been between 98 and 115 degrees here the last few 
days. The cat melted. 

Another reason why I’ve been slow to answer is that I’ve been working on 
something I’ve tried to get behind for 12 years: a sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH 
CASTLE. Maybe | should keep you posted about it; possibly it will be the best 
thing (so to speak) that I’ve done or will do. Working title is: VWALISYSTEM A. 
That’s an acronym for: “Vast Active Living Intelligence System” A. I have a 7- 
page letter on the subject addressed to Peter Fitting, one of the Marxist writers; if 
I can get it together to get a Xerox, I'll send it to you. Bear with me, please, 
because I am lazy & disorganized. But brilliant (you knew that). 

On the Lem piece (enclosed) if you want to cite it, here is the original Pol- 
ish citation, which will make you look like Ms. Perfect-Research: “S. Lem, 
‘Philip K. Dick, czyli fantomatyka mimo woli,’ in his Fantastyka i Futurologia 
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(Crakow, Poland, 1973), 1, pp. 174-192.” There, Claudia; I just put you into 


orbit citation-wise. 


Love, 
Phil 


PPPS. (If there is such a thing.) Claudia, I’ve read the Lem piece over before 
sealing it up to send, and in all candor I must admit that I may have been unfair 
to it. Certainly it is profound, and most likely original. But it scares me; it has ever 
since | first glanced over it seemed to me a misuse in some obscure, fundamental 
way of my writing. Still, though, I can’t prove it or point to it; perhaps it is just due 
to the huge gulf between the thinking of a Marxist theoretician in Crakow and me 
here in Fullerton, Calif. Every time | read it, I must admit, | get more out of it, as if 
it’s drawing me into its frame of reference. 

Originally, I couldn't imagine why Lem (and the other French etc) theoreti- 
cians singled out UBIK above all my other works; | may have mentioned that 
Patrice Duvic, from Editions Opta, Paris, told Tessa and me back in 1972 when he 
was staying with us that he considered UBIK to be “one of the most important 
books ever written” (i.e. of any sort). But he could not say why, except referring 
vaguely to the platonic archetypes versus my presentation of something in that 
region but totally new. No paper by Marxists on UBIK makes any sense to me, 
Lem’s included, but beyond doubt Lem’s is the best, so it’s the one I’m sending to 
you. Frankly, what you can tell me after reading it might be more important and 
meaningful than anything I can tell you. 

I will say this, though. The seven page piece I sent the other day (yesterday, 
in fact) to Peter Fitting deals with experiences I’ve had from March of this year on 
which bear some eerie and disturbing resemblance to UBIK the novel and Ubik 
the force. It would seem to be Lem’s intuition that my writing comes from my 
unconscious (whatever that is, wherever it is) and that UBIK is not for me a novel 
but what Patrice called a “brainprint.” So it would not be surprising if 1 had under- 
gone certain actual experiences such as those that Joe Chip goes through in the 
novel ...although certainly it is surprising that I’ve gone through them since writ- 
ing it, not before. 

In connection with this (what I wrote Fitting) I call your attention to an arti- 
cle in the July Harper’s by Arthur Koestler; it gave me a scientifically acceptable 
basis, or anyhow set of terms, to relate my experiences to (especially the tachyon 
particles moving backward through time from sidereal space bringing us informa- 
tion about the future). Anyhow, Claudia, after ] reread Lem’s piece tonight | got 
very upset and grim and said to Tessa that indeed Lem was right (and | had been 
wrong, wrong, wrong) about UBIK;; it is unique, and therefore he being right in his 
premise and | wrong I would tend to go along, for obvious reasons, with what he 
has to say based on his premise, whether I grasp what he means or not. I think, in 
all fairness, that Lem is groping honestly to understand something very strange, 
and also very important; perhaps I have, in UBIK, put forth in a fictional form the 
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concept of what is a quite real, actual entity or force, perhaps operating out of the 
future, or anyhow information about it arriving from the future and breaking 
through much as Runciter does in Joe Chip’s half-life state ... golly, Claudia, do we 
stand on the rim of a great frightening but really wonderful discovery, here? Made 
mostly by Lem, although using material by me which I wrote without any compre- 
hension of what I was saying? Let me know what you think, honey; it’s all too 
much for me. 


[TO MIKE BAILEY] June 29, 1974 
Dear Mike, 


I] hope you’re not dead, because it always disappoints me when someone | 
really like dies (perhaps “disappoints” is the wrong word). Anyhow, I’ve waited 
and waited to hear about your fanzine, but now I don’t care any more; all I care 
about it is, Are you okay? 

I'll bet-—pardon me if I’m wrong—make that pardon me in any case—that 
you're depressed from another love affair. | woke up that way this morning, after 
being sanguine about it all for months and months; I guess it’s because I made a 
typical depressive’s mistake: | put on an old Carole King track, which at once 
brought back memories. I don’t even know what memories they are; just knowing 
that | was once more having Memories was enough. | decided to go drive off a 
bridge because I'd lost What’s Her Name. But then as | was leaving the apart- 
ment, Tessa (my wife) came out after me, having woken up and wondering what 
was wrong, and | remembered, with a jolt, that Tessa is What’s Her Name and 
we're married and she was asleep in the other room while | sat miserably pining 
away listening to Carole King. We had bought the record last year, the two of us 
together. 

In other news, our baby Christopher is almost a year old now, and walks & 
talks (a little). Cat is fine, too. I’m Guest of Honor at the Westercon this year, but 
because of my high blood pressure I’m not going (I’ve had to cancel a lot of my 
public appearances). (So what.) However, | do hope to fly to England early next 
year to speak; Peter Nicholls invited me.... 

Mike, I think about Canada and my friends there a lot, such as Rob Leung 
and you. | may—repeat may—be flying up to Seattle soon to scout out a place for 
me and Tessa; if so I plan to take the ferry over to Victoria, in which case maybe 
we could get together. I wrote Jamis and told her that, too; maybe all of us could 
get together and go drink and so forth; what are the chances? Please let me know, 
okay? 

In other news, I am presently in court trying to get custody of my seven-year- 
old daughter Isa from my former marriage ....I never hear from my daughter any 
more. When Nancy writes her letters consist of sermons about God’s state of 
health, attitude and knowledge. | really can find that out in other ways, such as 
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going to the Bible (I seem to recall you being involved with a girl named—what 
was her name—she wore a costume with a jewel. Christ. I can see her plain as day. 
Oh well; must be some grief connected with the memory, or I'd recall her name). 
Nancy also sends me tracts. I send them to the—well, I’m getting bitter. It’s amaz- 
ing how bitter one can get, is it not.... 

Also, I am busy writing a sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE. It is pro- 
visionally called VALISYSTEM A, which | will not explain because I am bad with 
wotds. I do draw pictures good, though. Enclosed you will find a colored picture | 
painstakingly drew, so as to cause it to resemble an actual photograph, in fact a 
color one, from 35mm film, of me and my cat. I sort of got my own colors right, 
but I didn’t have the right crayon for the cat, whose name is Blacky. So I colored 
him a kind of reddish salmon pink but now we have to call him Pinky, until I get 
the right crayon. 

I will stop this crazy talk, but anyhow here is the picture. If you have any 
more questions | will be glad to answer them. 

Well, that’s about all the news from Fullerton (FULLERTON???). My health 
is terrible, we have a lot of money, the Marxists are after me because they resent 
my trying to get money for my novel UBIK (I mean after all, whose novel is it, 
mine or theirs?),...I’m writing again ... well, that’s just about it. 

Oh, one final thing; you'll find enclosed an envelope with letter inside 
addressed back here to Fullerton. (To Richard A. Staley at his newspaper.) Could 
you do me a favor, Mike? Dick Staley and I have been playing a running gag with 
each other, mailing each other weird letters and comic strips and stuff like that; 
the last one to me from him | finally bit on, since it came in an envelope marked 
with genuine printing; ON HER BRITANNIC MAJESTY’S SERVICE, British 
Consulate General and so forth—I’m mad because | fell for it (inside was a letter 
which he’d signed "Savatar Uffro Shunk, Inc., Dudley ‘Boop’ Spink, with carbon 
copies to such people as the CIA and FBI.). Anyhow, the favor is, could you put a 
Canadian airmail stamp on it and drop it in a mailbox, so it appears to originate 
from Canada and he won't know it’s from me? I’ve left it unsealed so you can 
glance over the enclosed letter to him to be sure this is truly only a gag and not 
say an extortion note or anything like that. Okay? 

I guess I owe you thirteen cents. I can’t figure out how to get it to you; Tessa 
suggests I make out an International Money Payment Order for it, but that’s silly. 
I'll pay you later. Is that worth anything? 

I gotta go now, because as Tessa says, all the time now, my pencil is running 
out of ink. 

It’s crazy weather here—between 98 and 115. We're sitting around throwing 
water at each other and being strange and wearing almost nothing, except Pinky 
the cat, who has no choice. 


With warm regards, 
Phil Dick 


(TO RICHARD A. STALEY] July 1, 1974 
Dear Mr. Staley, 


Hi. I] am a former girlfriend of the science-fiction author Phillip Dick who | 
met here in Vancouver in 1972 at the Second Annual Vancouver S-F Con which 
we held here with success, except that a lot of people were disappointed with the 
drinks. Recently Phil in letters to me has mentioned you, and | thought I'd boldly 
take the reins, so to speak, and write you, having obtained your business address 
from the Vancouver Public Library where they have such things. 

From what Phil says it would seem that you and he are very similar. | hope 
you'll pardon my saying this. I got to know Phil really well in the time he was here 
and my admiration for him is just terribly great, as is everyone’s, so you will see 
from this that I am handing you a compliment. And from what Phil mentions 
about you in his letters you could use a few, if you don’t mind my saying so, 
because like him, fate has dealt you a terrible deal, as the Americans say. A truly 
terrible deal. Unfair as well. 

What I wanted to tell you, which is much like I told Phil when we were going 
together here in Vancouver before he mistakenly flew back to the U.S. and mar- 
ried that girl, is that fate plants its big hobnailed boot directly on the face of the fin- 
est people. The fact that things are so dreadful for you (your puny job, your 
wretched social life, small salary, dull car, funny-looking associates, etc.) only goes 
to prove that YOU ARE ONE OF GOD’S CHOSEN. 

I hope I have not overstepped the bounds of social grace, seeing that | am a 
total stranger. Let me describe myself: ] am 23 years old, rather tall, they say quite 
attractive although | myself feel that my figure is rather full in “certain places,” | 
like to go to “Pizza Parlors,” as they are called, and especially [ admire tall men 
who tell endlessly long shaggy dog stories (do you have that term in the States? It 
means an interminable narration which arrives at no point but which the listeners 
cannot escape from because they imagine it eventually will add up to something, 
which it never does, and the person telling it is under the delusion that this is giv- 
ing him points whereas it is not, but I digress, so pardon me), likes the car races, 
and oh dear, I don’t know what else, just a guy who is, well, a lot of fun and very 
witty and urbane, whatever that means. I would send you a picture of me but they 
always come out funny, so I will not, but will hope to see you when I arrive in Ful- 
lerton by Greyhound bus later in the month on my way to Disneyland which I 
have always dreamed of visiting. But now down to business. 

Is there any chance that you would take me to Disneyland and explain each 
and every exciting exhibit and what they mean and how that weird effect with the 
ghosts is obtained in the Haunted House, and other matters which only you 
would know because of your vast background and professional training and know- 
how? (I asked Phil once but he just mumbled. You know what I mean.) 

] realize, Mr. Staley, that it is bold for me to approach you this way, a total 
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stranger, but I feel I know you from all the wonderful (and I must admit not so 
wonderful, in fact awful) things which Phil has said in many secret letters he fires 
off to me unbeknownst to that girl who alleges herself to be his wife, who is always 
around spying on him and blighting his life or anyhow his fun. (I should hastily 
add that the really dreadful snarky things—a Canadian term, snarky—that he says 
are out of jealousy of you, I know, as I’m sure you know, so we will mercifully pass 
over that.) It has been my hope to meet you finally when I come down there, face- 
to-face as they say, and as I say to visit Disneyland with you, for at least two full 
weeks (I’ve saved for months for this), and then ] thought maybe you could well— 
I hope you won’t mind—get me a job at your newspaper after I’m through with 
Disneyland and all that jazz. You see, Mr. Staley, although I’ve had no actual expe- 
rience | have always yearned to work at a big time newspaper in the States, and | 
know I would be very good at it ...not at a job like the want ads (bleh to the want 
ads) but you know, as a full-time reporter, like yourself. | thought maybe you 
could, as the Americans say, “show me the ropes.” 

However, | hastily wish to point out that there is nothing in it for you, because | 
am not that kind of girl. You would be doing it to help me, and no quid pro quo is 
involved of any sort; I want that out front, do you know? I come from a good 
Christian background and do not mess around. If you thought otherwise | 
wouldn’t even bother to buy the Greyhound bus ticket. Well, on second thought I 
might do that, but I would not inform you of my arrival in Fullerton; 1 would just 
show up, quietly visit Disneyland (being mystified by all I saw, having no one to 
explain it to me systematically) and then return to Vancouver. 

By the way—Phil says that Fullerton is a rustic village with simple peasants 
playing their ethnic instruments by the quiet brooks and ponds, with the only 
sound being the ripening of the oranges and the smiles of the—I forget what, but 
something quaint. Is this true? Or am ] being shined on once again? Also, is it 
really true that you can live there for a dollar (U.S.) a day because the kindly city 
fathers see to all your needs? And that the air is fresh with the smell of blossoms, 
and all are happy forever and ever? 

If the above is not true, | am not going to show. Please advise, and do so soon 
because I don’t have all day. 

Thank you again, and forgive me for my unmaidenly boldness. 


Pris Womanhood 
Vancouver 9, B.C. 
Canada 


P S. How much does it pay exactly to be a reporter on your Daily News Trib news- 
paper? It better be a lot, or | am not interested. 
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[TO PHILIP JOSE FARMER] July 1, 1974 


Dear José, 


Sorry for the delayed response—my typewriter broke, and when that happens 
I get very depressed. Probably because I once saw a cartoon in the New Yorker 
where this guy is hunched miserably over his typewriter unable to do anything, 
and his wife standing at the door shrills, “No wonder you can’t write; you’re not 
plugged in.” Sure enough, there’s the cord of his electric typewriter, unplugged. 
Mine isn’t electrical, but when it breaks down | break down. Also in this connec- 
tion I once said to an artist friend who specializes in ink graphics, “Hey, your work 
is getting better; you must have a new felt pen.” To which he replied, 

“Your novels are getting better; you must have a new ribbon.” 

I will never forget that. But the real thing that’s been hogtyp—ah, what a 
typo: hogtyping me. Wow, a neologism. How about it. You can use it, José, since 
you go in for that. 

What has been tying me up is that | am in court trying to get custody of my 7 
year old daughter from my previous marriage ....[My ex-wife] never writes me 
about anything except what God says. ] want to know about my daughter ....Any- 
how, now God is angry at me (Nancy says) because I don’t take Him seriously, and 
evidently He has a short fuse about that, according to her. I guess he’ll be flying 
down here to Fullerton and letting the air out of my tires or dropping a mothball 
in my gastank or whatever He does when He’s angry. I think, really, that God just 
arranges for a bird to drop a big clam on your house, those birds that pick clams 
up and then go looking for something to drop them on so they'll break. “That 
looks like a good thing to drop this on,” the bird will be caused to think as it sees 
me coming out of my door to look for the mail. God makes it look like an acci- 
dent, see, like in the film Parallax View. I’m staying indoors, during this court 
action. Seems wise. 

In other news I put Scott on probation, saying if he gave me certain assur- 
ances I’d keep him on. But I haven't heard from him, not for well over a month, 
during which time I’ve written him again and again saying, “If you don’t answer 
you really are fired.” He hasn’t and I have, as of today. So I go over to Bob Mills. 

Speaking of typos which show where your head is, I did this one recently: 

“A former girlgrienf.” For “former girlfriend,” obviously turning “girlfriend” 
into “girlgrief.” Ah, what a tale it tells, does it not, and an accurate one at that. 

Waiting to hear about my daughter (it’s now been over a month) is driving 
me nuts. I enjoyed your letter—it cheered me up—and was interested in what you 
had to say about cocaine. Freud advocated the sniffing of coke, by the way—or 
else he placed it against his gum. Anyhow, as you may know, Freud died of cancer 
of the jaw, and beyond doubt it was due to the irritation of the coke, which is 
locally highly toxic. However, as usual, Freud rationalized that it was okay to use 
coke that way; like all dopers he said, “It’s only when you shoot it that it’s bad 
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news.” I guess when someone pointed out gently that the coke was giving him can- 
cer of the jaw he said, “Merely a coincidence. Get lost.” And went on sniffing. 

I was supposed to be Guest of Honor at the Westercon this week, but 
because of my high blood pressure I’m not going. However, I’ve been invited to fly 
to England next year to speak and I said yes, hoping that the hypertension will be 
under control by then. 

Lem has an interview coming out in Alien Critic soon. It'll be interesting to 
see if the Party Line has turned so that I am a non-person cast on the ash heap of 
history because of the quarrel between me and him. Should know soon. 

Well, I gotta go because my brain is full of wool, today, as I sit here waiting 
for my attorney to call about my daughter; I’m all ready to drive up to the Bay 
Area to get her, but if the court’s decision goes against me, well, I guess I'll go ro 
Disneyland alone, then. I always wanted to take her to Disneyland, which is near 
here. Wish me luck. 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 2, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Here are the 7 pages addressed to Peter Fitting which I promised you. They 
are self-explanatory. 

Another theory suggests itself which I did not lay on Fitting, that on March 
18 when I was dazzled by the eight-to-twelve hour display of nonobjective graph- 
ics in all their vivid color and form, the written information which I’ve seen in 
dreams since was included, which is to say, buried subliminally within the presen- 
tation of the more lurid material of which I was conscious. And then later on, dur- 
ing the following three months, the buried written material slowly oozed across 
the threshold during my dreams. 

In that case I was indeed the receiving party within an ESP experiment, an 
involuntary one at that, even without knowledge of the experiment. The informa- 
tion buried within the graphics would probably be there for the purpose of inform- 
ing me of how to get back to the sending party so that they would know the 
experiment was a success: who to contact, how, what to tell them. Things | could 
not know, and would not do, had I not received the transmission. 

In that case something went wrong; the experiment was only a partial suc- 
cess—I don’t think I contacted anyone for the purpose of informing them, unbe- 
knownst to myself, that I had satisfactorily received the long-range ESP 
transmission—which perhaps came from a computer. And since I evidently missed 
my contact, the information would have no meaning to me. Nor any purpose. The 
velocity of permutation of image suggests that: an electronic element. | have 
learned since March [8th that the Soviets are indeed deep in such experiments. 
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However, since transduction of external fields causes an increase in the 
brain’s efficiency, it is possible that in receiving a deliberately transmitted and 
directed ESP field, a person would find himself able to experience and compre- 
hend natural fields as well—an unintended spinoff of great value to him. This may 
have taken place, too. 

] really don’t know; I have no firm theory. Because of the pronounced Slavic 
content of the written material (see enclosed pages), | would assume the point of 
origin of the transmission would be within the Soviet Bloc. As it seemed to me at 
the time. Fitting, since he appears to have contacts in that area, may be able to 
shed some light on this all, which is one reason why I wrote him in particular. 

In addition I might add that two days after I was dazzled by these graphics | 
received a registered letter from a private individual in Soviet Estonia, asking for a 
photograph of me with my own handwriting on it, preferably my signature. In his 
letter he mentioned having read, of all things, my novel AMAZE OF DEATH, 
which in its introduction mentions my friendship with the late Bishop James Pike, 
who was in his last years deeply involved with ESP experiments and who wrote a 
book about it, THE OTHER SIDE, the introduction of which mentions me and 
my then wife Nancy. This is indeed an odd coincidence, since never in my life 
have I ever received a letter from a private citizen unknown to me from behind 
the Iron Curtain. Also, his address is in the Estonian port city of Tallin, which is 
close to Leningrad; it is in Leningrad, I am told, that the Soviet ESP long-range- 
transmission experiments are being conducted. But this may have been merely a 
coincidence. Still, it did give me pause to wonder. 

Well, Claudia, let me know what you think of all this, and if maybe you’re 
beginning to regret ever having written to me in the first place. It is weird, | 
admit, and unique in my experience, but it did happen, as described in the 
enclosed 7 pages. 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 5, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Since I last wrote you (sending on the 7 page letter to Peter Fitting plus the 2 
page letter to you) I have continued to have the same dream again and again 
which I mentioned: a vast and important book held up before me which | should 
read. Yesterday, for example, since Tessa and Christopher had gone off on a picnic, 
I took several naps and had four dreams in which printed matter appeared, two of 
them involving books. 

For three months, virtually every night, I’ve had these dreams involving writ- 
ten material. And within the last few days it became obvious that a specific book 
was indicated. That the ultimate purpose of all these dreams was to call my atten- 
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tion to an actual book somewhere in the real world, which I was to find, then take 
down and read. 

The first dream on July 4 was much more explicit than any before; I took 
down my copy of Robert Heinlein’s | WILL FEAR NO EVIL, a large blue hard- 
back U.K. edition, for two men to look at. Both men said this was not a book (or 
the book) they were interested in. However, it was clear that the book wanted was 
large and blue and hardback. 

In a dream a month ago | managed to see part of the title; it ended in the 
word “Grove.” At the time I thought it might be Proust’s WITHIN A BUDDING 
GROVE, but it was not; however, there was a long word similar to “Budding” 
before “Grove.” 

So I knew by the first part of the day yesterday that I was looking for a large 
blue hardback book—very large and long, according to some dreams, endlessly 
long, in fact—with the final word of the title being “Grove” and a word before it 
like “Budding.” 

In the last of the four dreams yesterday | caught sight of the copyright date 
on the book and another look at the typestyle. It was dated either 1966 or possibly 
1968 (the latter proved to be the case). So I] began studying all the books in my 
library which might fit these qualifications. I had the keen intuition that when | at 
last found it I would have in my hands a mystic or occult or religious book of wis- 
dom which would be a doorway to the absolute reality behind the whole universe. 

Of course the possibility existed that I didn’t have the book in my library, 
that I would have to go out and buy it. In several dreams | was in a bookstore 
doing just that. One time the book was held open before me with its pages singed 
by fire on all sides. By that I took it to be an extremely sacred book, perhaps the 
one seen in the Book of Daniel. 

Anyhow today I looked all day around the house, and all at once I found the 
book. The three month search is at last over. 

As soon as I took down the volume I knew it to be the right one. ] had seen 
it again and again, with ever increasing clarity, until it could not be mistaken. 

The book is called THE SHADOW OF BLOOMING GROVE, hardback 
and blue, running just under 700 huge long pages of tiny type. It was published in 
1968. It is the dullest book in the world; I tried to read it when the Book Find 
Book Club sent it to me but couldn't. 

It is a biography of Warren G. Harding. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. This is on the level, and it goes to show you that you should never take your 
dreams too seriously. Or else it shows that the unconscious or the universe or God 
or whatever can put you on. A three-month gag. (If you want to read the book I'll 
mail it to you. Postage should be enormous. You got three years ahead in which 
you have nothing planned?) 
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[TO NANCY HACKETT] July 6, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


There should be one more letter from me to Isa, probably the one to your old 
PO. Box, with the additional five dollars. Let me know if she gets it, if you would, 
please. 

I’m very happy that she’ll be writing me. It’s been a long time since I’ve heard 
from her. Before her birthday in fact. It certainly would be wonderful to get a pic- 
ture from her or of her—I’ll bet she’s all grown up and even prettier, now. 

In your letter you refer me to Acts 4:12 and ask for my interpretation. I have 
none, except to point out that in the New English Bible there is this footnote: 

“Some witnesses omit ‘There is no salvation in anyone else at all.’ ” 

Evidently some Bible scholars feel that passage not to be authentic. In any 
case in Acts it is said to be Peter who says this; whereas in John it is said to be 
Jesus who says: “... And the word that you are hearing is not mine, but belongs to 
the Father who sent me.” (14:24). And later, “...] am going my way to the Father, 
because the Father is greater than I am.“ (14:28). What I gather from these impor- 
tant statements by Jesus is that we are not to consider him equal to God but 
rather infused by the Holy Spirit and being from God, representing God and 
speaking authentically to us about God and from God—yet still not God, not 
equal to nor the same as, not to be confused with God at any time; Jesus clearly 
makes that distinction. One must be careful to make that distinction and not to 
worship Jesus as a God, since Jesus tells us not to, and since God has already said 
not to worship anyone or anything before Him. There is only God, one God, no 
others. | take it from what John quotes Jesus as saying that Jesus is a true prophet 
of God, and should be regarded as such. You might look over these passages. 

Nothing is more contrary to God’s word than to worship anyone before Him; 
this is Satan’s lie to us, to have us worship a man, any man, as being God. Speak- 
ing of the dreadful rule of evil at the end of the world, St. Paul says, “It will be 
attended by all the powerful signs and miracles of the Lie, and all the deception 
that sinfulness can impose on those doomed to destruction. Destroyed they will 
be, because they did not open their minds to love of the truth, so as to find salva- 
tion. Therefore God puts them under a delusion, which works upon them to 
believe the lie, so that they may all be brought to judgement, all who do not 
believe the truth but make sinfulness their deliberate choice.” (2 Thessalonians 
2:9/12) Thus Satan ensnares us, Nancy, more and more. When you consider, as 
Paul says, that the Lie is capable of working powerful signs and miracles, then you 
must beware of many sign and miracles, such I would think as healing and so 
forth, as possibly being from Satan and not from God. It is most likely in these 
dreadful days. Ask yourself if you have faith in God Alone and God Himself or if 


you have allowed someone or something else by stealthy and clever degrees, pro- 
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claiming itself as the “one true doctrine, faith and salvation,” to replace authentic 
faith in the God Whose Name We Are Not Allowed to Say. 

There are many false prophets, all proclaiming to be the true one, the True 
Faith. Jesus says: 

“Be on the watch for the false prophets that come to you in sheep’s covering, 
but inside they are ravenous wolves. By their fruits you will recognize them.” (Mat- 
thew 7:15) 

And, most important, Jesus says: 

“Not everyone saying to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter into the kingdom of the 
heavens, but the one doing the will of my Father who is in the heavens will.” 
(Matthew 7:21) 

Again and again Jesus directed us to God Himself and God’s will; we should 
turn to that, directly. And not be misled. 


Love, 


Phil 


PS. Let me know what Isa would like that I could send her; okay? 


[TO SHERRI SOLVIG (fictional name) ] July 6, 1974 
Dear Sherri, 


Thank you for the letter, but I won’t get it for another year since you dated it 
1975. However, I don’t mind waiting because it is such an excellent letter (or will 
be). 

I consulted the I CHING, needless to say, to know what your letter contains. 
That is why I am able to answer now, a year before receiving it. 

You picked out the parts of WE CAN BUILD YOU which meant the most to 
me, and for this I thank you. Often an author buries in his long works such as nov- 
els small bits which he treasures and which he hopes will pass unnoticed but on 
the other hand noticed, if you see what | mean. Maybe twice in ten years someone 
notices one or more of these bits and tells him, whereupon his heart shines with 
jOy. 

Well, so much for that. Remind me to put you in a novel sometime. (Not as 
part of a mural.) (But as a real person.) 

In all colors. 

Anyhow, | loved your letter and I hope when it arrives a year from now I’m 
home to get it. Love to you, and you're one hell of a critic of novels; you touch on 
the true heart of it, deeply. 


Love, 


Phil Dick 


(TO DAVID HARTWELL] July 7, 1974 
Dear David, 


How are things going? I was wondering how far along you and Paul have got- 
ten with CONFESSIONS OF A CRAP ARTIST. 

In other news, my current Doubleday novel FLOW MY TEARS, THE 
POLICEMAN SAID is selling okay (around 5,0000 copies—oops, I put one two 
many Os there. It’s five thousand). I fired my agent Scott Meredith. I hope to sign 
with Bob Mills sometime this week. I am trying to get custody of my 7 year old 
daughter Isa from my former wife Nancy .... 

Christopher, our baby, looks wonderful and walks and says 3 words, that we 
know of. 

I’ve had a lot of religious mystical experiences. 

Our cat Pinky who ran away for five months came back. 

This is a strange letter, but I feel odd without Scott as my agent; | had him— 
or rather he had me—for 23 years or so. As far as my religious experiences go, 
they concern the Logos. 

When a letter gets this strange the best thing is is to give up and sign off. 
Please write, okay? 


With warm regards, 
Phil Dick 


[TO PHILIP PURSER] July 8, 1974 
Dear Philip Purser, 


Sorry to be so late in answering your June 2nd letter. Thank you so much for 
your astute comments on FLOW MY TEARS. I do agree that the epilogue makes 
a difference in the novel’s whole point, although several people in this country 
objected to it, since epilogues are not the fashion here and never were. That | 
drew the form of my epilogue from VANITY FAIR was not lost on readers here, 
but they still objected; it is not modem to write thus. 

I received the de Bono book, which I read at once and understood to deal 
with my sort of thinking... which, like my epilogue, is not in style here. | remem- 
ber that when | was in high school (say around 15 years old) my teachers objected 
that I was asking the wrong questions. You see my point. | learned to merely think 
these “wrong questions,” but later they built up and built up unanswered in my 
mind; so they became, evidently, the basis of the radical skepticism of my novels, 
my neo-Hume view. I knew then and know now that nobody is going to answer 
them—lI don’t look for the answers—but I find myself forced to place them in my 
writing as they are for me... which de Bono calls lateral thinking. I've sort of had 
the feeling that nothing is true. | mean, there are real things. We are under a sort 
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of delusion. As Paul says in 2 Thessalonians: “Therefore God puts them under a 
delusion, which works upon them to believe the lie, so that they may all be 
brought to judgement, all who do not believe the truth but make sinfulness their 
deliberate choice.“ (2:11) And a little earlier he speaks of “... all the powerful 
signs and miracles of the Lie.” It seems to me that this Lie hangs over the real 
world like a cloak of fog, obscuring quite distinct reality; Paul seems again and 
again to have been aware of this and managed to articulate it more than anyone 
else. What the Lie is ] don’t know, but it is there. And what truly exists beyond it, 
which we could see were the Lie out of the way, I am not sure; perhaps what Paul 
came to believe, finally. 

Right now I’m working on a sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE and at 
the same time trying to get custody of my 7 year old daughter from my former mar- 
riage. Tessa and the baby are fine—thank you for asking about them. But the state 
of things is so dreary here in the U.S.—they say the elderly and poor are eating 
canned dogfood, now, to stay alive, and the McDonald hamburgers are made from 
cows’ eyes. The radio also says that today when Charles Colson, the President's 
former counsel, went into jail he still wore his Richard M. Nixon tieclasp. “Califor- 
nia dreaming is becoming a reality,” is a line from a Mamas & The Papas song of a 
few years ago, but what a dreadful surreal reality it is: foglike and dangerous, with 
the subtle and terrible manifestations of evil rising up like rocks in the gloom. | 
wish I was somewhere else. Disneyland, maybe? The last sane place here? Forever 
to take Mr. Toad’s Wildride and never get off? 


With warm regards, 
Phil Dick 


[TO SANDRA MIESEL] July 9, 1974 
Dear Sandra, 


I’ve been meaning to write you for some time, but what with the new baby 
(photo of Christopher and his mother enclosed) I’ve been preoccupied with 
domestic life... which I confess I truly enjoy. 

Anyhow, Sandra, I came across your letter in the May Algol, and I must add 
my agreement to your accurate comments on Lem. From personal experience— 
i.e. his desire to publish UBIK free in Poland, without paying me one cent of royal- 
ties—I can attest that Yes, Sandra, Stanislaw Lem is one super greedy man. And 
without ethics of any kind.... 

It gets me down. 

Lots of things get me down, though. Except my son Christopher, who waits 
at his baby gate with his handful of plastic keys all day, to hand them to anybody 
going past. So I go past a lot. 

You can see in the enclosed picture what a lovely wife and baby I have. This 
is my world, Sandra, and it’s one hell of a good one, the best I’ve ever known. It 
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just goes to show that if you keep truckin’ eventually you'll get it right, and the 
misery will roll back to expose the joy underneath. 

Write me and tell me how you are, Sandra; sorry I haven't been in touch, but 
I do a lot of plastic-key-accepting during the day, now; in all honesty I wouldn't 
want to be doing anything else. 


Love, 
Phil Dick 


[TO MARK & JODIE HURST] July 10, 1974 
Dear Mark, (also Jodie) 


So sorry to be so tardy in responding with thanks for your sending me your 
poems, but I wanted to read some before saying anything. I can’t give a profes- 
sional response as | could with prose, for obvious reasons, but I can truly say | got 
off on them. Is that worth anything? My wife Tessa who writes poetry herself is 
reading them and telling me why they are good. We both agree. Again, thank you 
so much, and you must let me know what becomes of them in terms of their being 
published. Obviously they ought to be, but we know the sad condition of the pub- 
lishing field. Now, if your poems were set in a small backward town in the South, 
and the characters had strange sexual involvements which had never come to 
light until a reporter seeking to learn the explanation of the mysterious suicide of 
an incredibly wealthy and powerful old man who—etc. I’m sure you'll agree: this 
would make both your poems and my novels much more marketable. But we'll 
leave that to others. 

I wrote some poems once—they too were in a black folder. While I was in 
Canada | had my realtor, who was buying my house from me in California, 
arrange for my possessions to be stored so that | wouldn’t have to come back 
just for that. Well, when I moved down here to Fullerton I had the movers ship 
my stored possessions down to me...and discovered that all my papers had 
been thrown out, not stored—my poems, notes for novels, everything gone for- 
ever, without a trace. The contents of all drawers of both my desks gone, and 
the desks as well. Years—decades, in fact—of work wiped out. No papers of any 
kind, either business or personal. 

So guard your creative work well. Alas, tragic things can happen to it, espe- 
cially when you have only one copy. There was at that time only one copy of 
the MS of FLOW MY TEARS, but I had thought to take it from my great fire- 
proof locked files to put in my lawyer’s safe. Three months after that my house 
was robbed and my locked files blown open and many papers stolen—and then 
as I say later on, about three months after that while I was in Canada, much of 
the rest disappeared. So TEARS might have gone the way of my poems. 

It makes my whole body shake even now to think of it. As I know you can 
flash on, Mark. 
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Anyhow, thanks again, and God bless you both; from your inscription, your 
poems and letter, your picture of you both you sure are nice guys; it has been a 
treat to enter a colloquey with you (did I spell that right?), and keep in touch. (I 
just looked it up and took out the “e”; I guess that’s editing my tape: a .0004 inch 


gap.) 


Love, 
Phil Dick 


[TO LAURA DICK] July 12, 1974 


Dear Laura, 


Here are three pictures of me which we just got back—one of me alone; one 
of me and Christopher your half-brother; one of me and Pinky your half-cat—no, 
that isn’t right. 

This is a silly letter, being mainly for the purpose of enclosing these pictures 
which I’m sending mainly for the purpose of getting you to send me pictures of 
yourself and so forth forever. 

It’s been super warm today and every apartment in the building is playing 
rock loud—I have an album of the Yes on, a group | like a lot. 

What are you into? Where’s your head at right now? 

I may fly to Canada next year or the year after, I forget which, as Guest 
of Honor at the World S-F Convention, and then again I may not, since | 
didn’t go this month as Guest of Honor in Santa Barbara at the Westercon 
(Western S-F Convention). That’s only one of many things I did not do this 
month. I did not: 

I did not travel to Sweden and win the Nobel Prize, and I am not going to 
next year either. 

I did not manage to force the Polish Government to pay me the royalty 
money they owe me, although they still intend to publish my novel UBIK this 
yeal. 

I did not manage to force my agent who I’ve been with for 22 years to come 
through with the written assurances regarding the back royalties due me from Ace 
Books, so | fired him. 

Well, that’s about all I did not manage to do this month. What didn’t you 
manage to do this month? 

For months—almost three months—I’ve been having the same dream over 
and over again. Things in writing, very important, are held up for me to read, but | 
can’t discern what is written. Within the last month it’s become this great huge 
thick book, which contains all the wisdom of the ages. Each night I keep trying to 
see what it is, to catch a glimpse of the title. Each night it becomes mote clear. 
Finally I saw what it is. It is a huge blue hardbound book just under 700 pages of 
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tiny type called THE SHADOW OF BLOOMING GROVE. It is a biography of 
Warren G. Harding. 
Which shows you shouldn't take dreams too seriously. 


Love, 
Dad 


PS. Write & send pics, okay? 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 13, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Yes, the Warren G. Harding dream is funny (I mean, to me anyhow), and I’m 
glad you feel the same way. Thank you for your letter. Many of your comments 
threw vast illumination on my freaked-out inner experiences, especially where 
they enabled me to view them in terms of the early religious thought of India. 

What is not funny is the dream I had last night, which | will sektch out—I’ll 
what? “Sektch” out? Anyhow, this is what I dreamed and I wish Dr. Carl Jung 
were alive to give me advice on this: 

] dreamed | was in a house where people were sitting around, and as | 
entered the living room I saw that one of the women was a Gorgon, a cyclops. Her 
vast open lidless eye was fixed on the group of people, whom I realized to be the 
conspirators who had assassinated the Kennedys and Dr. King and so forth. When 
later on she looked at me she had a normal pretty face with regular (two) eyes, 
and she even smiled a little, although even then—thank god—she did not really 
look at me nor take note of me. Then once more that vast single eye was fixed on 
them. 

There was no pupil in it, only vertical bands which didn’t move from side to 
side, didn’t sweep out, only expanded to gather more light. Her name was sibyl. 

I just now looked up “sibyl” in my funky little encyclopedea, however you 
spell it, and it says: “In classical mythology, prophetess ...the most famous was the 
Cumaean Sibyl... when she offered Tarquin her prophetic writings, the Sibylline 
Books, he refused to pay her high price. Although the historical origins of the 
books are uncertain, they were actually kept at Rome in the Capitol and were con- 
sulted by the state in time of emergency. The books were destroyed in the burning 
of the Capitol in 83 B.C. but a new collection was made. This was burned in A.D. 
405.” (Oh, I left this out: “...he refused to pay her high price. She kept burning 
the books until finally he bought the remaining three at the original price.”) 

Well, | knew none of this and am freaked out of my gourd, because the 
description of these books agrees with much, much of what I’ve been dreaming. | 
give up. Anyhow, in this dream she went on and told me all sorts of the most 
heavy stuff I ever heard, which she knew by means of her third eye. 
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Your letter pulled me out of a very frightened state, but I am still shaking. 
These are indeed “Big Dreams,” as Jung called them, after the U.S. Indian term. 


Love, 
Phil 


PS. What a groovy picture of you; you're all in pink and silk-like. Wow. 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 13, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


This is a footnote to the letter of this date which I just mailed off to you. Inas- 
much as I’ve delighted you so far with my unusual (to say the least) trip into Big 
Dreams of Big Books, then I might as well go all the way. 

Now, as I’ve mentioned, among other things I’ve dreamed about: 

A big blue book whose title ends in the word GROVE and before that is a 
word starting with a “B” which could be BLOOMING or BUDDING or some- 
thing. A book in which everything there is is. 

The sibyl. Who knows and sees everything ... The deeds of men, especially. 

The cyclops (in same dream as above). Contributing the seeing Eye. 

A friend called “Paul” holding up galley proofs for me to read, which I am 
told consist of a “book of prophecies,” and in which I find a passage about myself. 
Again, a huge MS of printed pages, but not quite a true bound book in our terms. 
Yet enormous. 

The word “sintonic,” which I am told to be, and which when I wake up | 
believe to be a neologism, but when I finally look up and find to be a real word, 
Greek, meaning self-harmony etc. In harmony with, etc. A key term in 
Pythagorean thought, also Roman. 

Well, Claudia, let’s take the above five in terms of which I found in my funky 
reference books. Now, ESP has been described as “when you somehow acquire 
knowledge you shouldn’t have,” or “have no way of having,” whether it’s about 
the future, or what’s in the next room, or in another person’s mind, etc, or the 
past. Since I wrote you earlier today | decided to look up Virgil’s “Aeneid,” 
because in the short paragraph which I quoted to you about the Cumaean Sibyl, 
it’s in that book where she is mentioned. Okay. Here is what I found: 

In Book III of “The Aeneid” there is a description of the Cyclops. 

In a later book, Aeneas meets Queen Dido, “...Then the Sibyl takes him 
through mystic passages of the Blissful Groves where those who led good lives 
bask in green valleys and endless joys.” (Will Durant’s CAESAR AND CHRIST, 
page 241.) Note: “Blissful Groves.” 

So we have here (one) the cyclops, (2) the sibyl and (3) the “Blissful Groves” 
which is indubitably what I saw in my dream, and also the fact that the sibyl has a 
lot of books of prophecies which she burned one by one, as in my dream of the 
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singed book held up to me to read, each page rimmed with singed black. As if the 
book had gone through a fire but had been rescued. 

Now, Claudia, I never knew any of these things. And it certainly is odd how 
much are from a single strand of myth from Roman and Greek times; right down 
to specific Greek words such as Syntonos, or however it’s spelled in Greek. Also I 
dreamed the word “ulna” one time, as ] mentioned in the form “Sadas ulna.” Well, 
I looked it up and it is Latin for “elbow,” but also it can stand for a measure of 
length, and the citation in my complete Latin dictionary for that use is Virgil's 
“The Aeneid” book III. The word “ulna” appears there as used by Virgil in that 
fashion, and although other citations follow, its appearance in that book would 
seem to be the initial use of it that has survived. And the best known, to scholars. 

So my dreams seem to refer again and again to a specific paradigm and that 
paradigm is being explicated with each dream until now | can’t avoid seeing what 
the paradigm is. 

Or was 2,000 years ago. 

So this could be placed under the rubric “ESP” or more accurately esp knowledge. 

What the dreams I’ve had from mid-March to now, which is to say scores 
and scores of them, is that: This is prophetic knowledge. Which is to say, I can 
take what comes and has already come as accurate prophecy. Once this is estab- 
lished, the so-to-speak credentials, then it can and has gone on to the knowledge 
itself. Such as last night, about the assassinations in this country, which the sibyl 
said included Jim Pike, Bishop Pike that is, who knew Bobby Kennedy and Dr. 
King, and who was my friend; I knew Jim very well. 

The sibyl said that the three burglaries of my house between November 1971 
and March 1972 in which all my papers were taken finally, by the time it was over, 
had to do with the belief or fear that ] had material Jim Pike had given me before 
his death (I had said he had done so in the foreword to my 1969 novel A MAZE 
OF DEATH). This was the purpose of the three burglaries of my files. They had 
reason to think so; I had said so in MAZE OF DEATH. 

I always wondered why my papers were taken. I could never figure it out and 
the police said they were baffled, too. 

In April of this year when I was in the hospital for high blood pressure 
(caused really by these “dreams”) I met a lawyer and told him at length about the 
hits on my house. His theory after careful thought was that it was most likely that 
they were after papers concerning Jim Pike, religious material Jim had given me or 
told me before his death. In at least one of my dreams, Claudia, I was Jim Pike; | 
know that because I saw “my mother” and it was Jim’s, Mrs. Chambers, who | 
once met. Also, Jim was a Latin scholar. His specialty, in fact. His joy in life. 

] am freaked, when you consider his book THE OTHER SIDE, about the 
dead coming through to the living. He gave credit to me in its foreword, for 
research work. 


Love, 
Phil 
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(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 14, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I hope you don’t mind me writing you about this long inner trip of mine, but 
who else can I write to about it? (Well, there’s the chick in Canada that I went 
with back in 1972 when I was up there. I tell her about it, too. But outside of you 
two—) 

I’m sure that what happened to me back in March is what the yoga-oriented 
people call “opening a higher chokra” (you'll have to pardon my spelling). Sev- 
enth or up to ninth, with the dazzling 8-hour-long display of nonobjective graph- 
ics being the Kundalini Fire, however that is spelled. Now, you can see what the 
single eye of the sibyl is in my dream, which I saw above her normal two eyes but 
so large that it eclipsed them. It is the third or pineal eye whose opening signifies 
enlightenment and hence freedom from maya, to some extent. This would also 
account for the sudden panic and insight I’ve felt recently that formerly I was 
blind, literally; that my eyes somehow did not see properly, nor completely, but 
were occluded. All of my life. Up until March of this year. 

And, too, in my dream the cyclops eye did not have a pupil or retina and was 
not light-gathering. It saw in another way, which is to say not by means of the 
light spectrum. Vertical slots or bands which expanded sideways, like spectro- 
scopic bands at the extreme ends. 

Another point is that during the last weeks I’ve felt more and more the pres- 
ence of a woman behind the book or books of wisdom; she felt sympathetic 
toward me and therefore was extending to me the opportunity of seeing the book, 
which without her goodwill 1 would never see or even know about. The first mani- 
festation of the book was in the form of a baby’s cereal box with handwriting on 
the back, which in my dream I eagerly read. The handwriting was familiar. A few 
days later I identified it as a woman's, my ex-wife’s. So from the start, back in 
March, the writing—which contained invaluable information which one could 
never obtain from any other source, in any other way, had been written by a 
woman. A woman who knew things that no one else knew. How much like the 
sibyl this is. And in one dream | was told that “Jean Dixon” had done the writing, 
the modern prophetess. Weird as this trip is, it certainly is becoming less chaotic. | 
feel as if I’ve been attempting since mid-March to understand a vast mystery, fol- 
lowing down each clue, until at last | have pinned it down. It is as if the Sibylline 
Books of Rome were not all destroyed in the fire; some survived, as did the sibyl 
herself. And, in my deepest sleep, she is calling my attention to them as she did in 
ancient times. When the Empire faced an emergency ... which is certainly the 
case with our Republic right now. 

But the intermediary would be Jim Pike who, in the sibyl’s words, is now in 
the Blissful Groves on the other side, where those who die who are good go. 
Hence the reference to that. Through Jim the sibyl has sought me out; put 
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another way, when Jim managed to “come across” to me the sibyl came along. You 
recall that Jim, at the time of his death, was in Israel attempting to go to the spot 
where the Dead Sea Scrolls were found. It is possible that when he was in England 
with John Allegro (who had the task of translating them) he came across some of 
the New Testament versions of the writings of the sibyl and got involved with 
that. When this all first flooded across over me in late March I found myself preoc- 
cupied with certain religious beliefs and attitudes foreign to me: the Logos doc- 
trine, for example, and most interestingly the interplay in the eternal game 
between the Light God and the Master of the Lie, which is the underlying struc- 
ture of reality. This is from Iran, and Jim had gotten deeply involved in it, which is 
heresy; it is Zoroastrianism. But Jim told me once privately, one of the last times | 
saw him, that in the Dead Sea Scrolls there were so many references to the 
“Angels of Light and the Angels of Darkness” that he and Allegro had come to 
the reluctant conclusion that Christianity was not a Jewish heresy as always 
believed but a Zoroastrian one. Like the Mithric religion. But, Jim said, he 
couldn’t talk about it publicly. This was one reason he resigned as Bishop. Because 
he knew too much, if that’s how one puts it. Knew the “wrong” things—things he 
should not have known. It made him very moody. And god knows what he found 
out after I last talked to him in that direction. 

Several days before I saw the dazzling graphics | felt the need, unique for me 
and not in my lifestyle, of having a votive candle burning day & night in our bed- 
room. I got out an antique wooden statue of a saint which I’d picked up in San 
Francisco, made a small shrine, and began burning the white candle. It was like 
some bug possessed with an instinct he didn’t understand but just acted out. | was 
preparing for something that lay ahead. Beginning the first of many stages, the last 
of which hasn’t come yet. 

As it became obvious to me that the book or books contained wisdom, and 
the direction of the dreams was first to confront me with the efficacy of the book 
and then lay the wisdom on me whether | liked it or not, I got very nervous and 
kept saying to Tessa, “I don’t think I want to read what it’s going to force me to 
read.” It became so damn insistent. When it finally started informing me (the sibyl 
dream last night) it was as I’d anticipated a dreadful and arduous process. Who 
wants to know about a conspiracy of religious fanatics who saw the Kennedys as 
Catholics (whom you should hate and murder so they can’t rule), and Dr. King as 
an integrationist Christian Baptist (the same fate due him) and Jim Pike as an 
Episcopal troublemaker, all of them together forming a dangerous religious group 
“taking over America” and hence a threat to—well, take the freak who tried to 
kill Dr. King senior a few weeks ago and killed Dr. King’s mother instead. You see 
what I mean, Claudia. It isn’t the FBI or the CIA; it’s a fanatic insane religious 
conspiracy that did it and are doing it, composed of both blacks and whites. There 
seemed to be a lot of material in my dream last night relating to Bobby Kennedy; 
in one part a fairly young, good-looking, slender, well-dressed politician wanted 
me to show him the cabin I used to own out in the country, “where he would be 
safe from someone killing him.” In the dream | took him there. He had a mop or 
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lock, whatever you say, of blond hair falling over his right forehead. And later on 
Tessa and I were feverishly trying to load handguns to protect either him or our- 
selves ... anyhow when I woke up I realized how much the man resembled Bobby 
Kennedy, and the calibre of the shells was .22, all varieties from short to hornet; 
and it was that calibre shells which killed Bobby Kennedy here in Los Angeles. 

Again and again in my dream the sibyl pointed out that one of the reasons | 
had flown to Vancouver B.C. in February of 1972 was a postcard | had received 
from a girl there signing herself “Gail Kendall” and expressing the desire to meet 
me when | arrived to speak at the Convention as Guest of Honor. At the time I 
was unattached and very lonely and looking for a chick. When | arrived in Van- 
couver I looked her up and phoned her. She did not know about the Convention 
or that I’d be there, although she knew who I was and read my books. She had not 
sent the card, nor did she know—or have any way to acquire—my address in 
Marin County, California. 1 saw her handwriting and the postcard had indeed not 
been written by her. Very strange. I decided that someone who knew us both 
decided we should meet, or else someone with my best interests in mind had used 
the forged postcard as a means of luring me to Canada, “where I would be happy 
and safe,” as | assumed the motives to be. The sibyl pointed out something | had 
never thought of, or ever wanted to think of: it was during my visit to Canada 
that two of the three burglaries of my papers took place, and the card, she said, 
had been forged not to get me to Canada or to anywhere, but away from my 
house, at a specific date, so the remainder of my papers could be looked over and 
stolen—as did take place. 

The sibyl also pointed out (or my anima archetype, if you want to go the C. 
G. Jung route of the collective unconscious) that this forged postcard was and had 
been since February 1972 my clue, my sure and absolute clue, that someone singu- 
lar or plural had conspired to get me to Canada, and that armed with this forged 
artifact and this knowledge I could infer a long train of accurate deductions, all of 
which she then deduced whether I liked it or not (I did not), basically my relation- 
ship with Jim, and the supra rest. I had proof, a small piece of proof, but a real 
piece, like a fossil bone of some ancient creature thought never to have existed. 
The robberies of my house in which my papers were the prime and even sole tar- 
get were not done by local thieves “who'll probably sell them back to you,” as one 
cop told me when | wondered why all my cancelled checks, for example, were 
stolen and not gold jewelry, which were left behind. These were not local thieves, 
such as junkies, etc. Probably they were not local at all. They had to have con- 
tacts in the Vancouver area of Canada to know of Gail Kendall; probably they 
were connected with the invitation to fly up there to speak itself. 1 had already 
gone to a lot of trouble to trace back the story of how I of all people came to be 
invited as the Guest of Honor at the second annual Vancouver S-F Convention, 
since I had never done anything like that before. I had learned that, oddly, the 
idea had been advanced to the Canadian delegation to a previous Westercon held 
in the Bay Area, by a Bay Area fan who was and is part of the cult-religious- 
scientology nut fringe, a former acidhead who is an ordained minister and into 
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every sort of weird occult trip there is—including neonazism, sex, porno, you 
name it; the worst sort that infests and damages the integrity—and sanity—of our 
field. This man is truly crazy, in my opinion, and so are those in his circle. From 
him had come the suggestion. And, by what had seemed to me an incredible leap 
(or lapse) of logic, when Norman Spinrad first heard me telling about the bur- 
glaries on my house he said firmly, “I’ll bet ****** [sic] was behind it,” naming 
this man. I asked why, but Norman would not elaborate. Norman is very shrewd. 
But I could not see any connection. Maybe there was. 

So from a Jungian psychological standpoint, the sibyl is my anima bringing 
me the truth which I know but have repressed because it is too frightening to face 
it. I guess one could accept this view of my experiences; it would still let them fall 
within the category of The Valuable, but not connect them with anything meta- 
physical or transcendental. I think, though, that something chose me, picked me 
out and rammed through a whole lot of stuff, and then once the connection was 
established, set out to prove its probity and then to begin what I feel will be a long 
task: information of a prophetic sort which, it may feel, could quite nicely go into 
my S-F novels, since they do deal with the future and are already prophetic in a 
fashion. | would make a good modern analog to the Cunaean Sibyl. The cyclops 
eye, which would be my Third Eye, would penetrate the veil of Maya and I would 
see—or she or it would cause me to see, whether I wanted to or not—what had 
gone on, was, would go on. What I would most hope would be for a benign pur- 
pose. No writer likes to have his work used or utilized, by somebody else, but this 
certainly is an exceptional user, and these are exceptional times. Also, the sibyl is 
bringing to my attention information | never had in the first place (it helped me 
locate and pry loose in April and May of this year over $6,000 owed me and held 
back in New York, never paid or mentioned, just to name one very pragmatic 
example, and it has guided me in other equally empirical ways that I was never 
suited to by character; it equipped me with a worldly shrewdness new to me, aid- 
ing me in the untangling of problems that had over the years become so dense and 
convoluted that I had given up all hope of solving—in swift and unerring strokes 
it cut through all these problems in three short months). No Jungian anima figure 
I ever heard of had such canny business insight; I could list over thirty astute 
moves it got me to make, which radically altered my life, including fending off a 
couple of snares I was walking into which might well, had it not intervened, 
landed me in prison for the remainder of my life. Its intervention was not only 
timely, it was effective in an absolute rather than relative way. It did not seem 
capable of error; it seemed to know, when it directed me to make a phonecall or 
write a letter, exactly what was going on including exactly what was going to hap- 
pen. Its information was not limited to why something had been done (the 
motives, the purpose) but what the outcome would be. I could see, for a month or 
so, the whole fabric of reality in all directions, down into the future as far as | 
cared to look. Time was gone and in its place a clear spatial dimension was visible. 
This view is gone now, but I did have it, and the tangible results to show. What is 
interesting in retrospect is that the sibyl or Holy Spirit or whatever took me over 
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never showed me any great theoretical view of what was happening; it simply 
showed me what to do, which actions to take and exactly when. It was quite eco- 
nomical, moving on as soon as an act had been exacted; it did not stay for the lux- 
ury of the Big Picture lecture series, which I would have liked but which wasn’t 
essential. Its sparse view was and is in contrast to my own tendency to elaborate 
forever on the theoretical aspects, as | am doing now. If that spirit or sibyl alone 
were writing this, it would probably just ask you, Does this interest you? Does it 
give you any insight into my mind useful to you for your thesis? Did you enjoy the 
Black Russian? 

My colloquy with the spirit or sibyl runs sort of like this: 

PKD: Who and what are you? 

S: I know what is going on. (Holds up book) 

PKD: Fuck that—I want to know where you come from and— 

S: Here’s a couple of Sanskrit words to satisfy you that I know everything. 
Vis, lig, it, leg. Look them up and check. (Shows) 

PKD: (hours, days later): Amazing. How did— 

S: Your society is in danger. Your counterintelligence people know about it 
but can’t say anything. Terrorists of a religious, fanatical sort will soon— 

PKD (interrupting excitedly) You know anything about the Orphic doctrine 
of reincarnation? The triparte divisions of the afterlife derived from— (Drones 
on. Spirit exit. Omnia exeunt) 


Love, 


Phil 


PS. In all candor, Claudia, I am telling you these inner generally secret matters 
which I’m so deep into because they really do give an insight into the mind which 
wrote UBIK and MAZE OF DEATH, which may be of value to you. Certainly if 
you wish, in your thesis you can allude generally to all this; it is relevant; it is the 
stage, the reality, before the written, fictional, dramatic one. And usually not ever 
seen. For example, the dream at the end of FLOW MY TEARS is the actual 
dream | had back in 1970 after Nancy left me. Simultaneously, the dream changed 
me so that [ could deal with my external reality situation, and dramatically trans- 
formed the ending of the novel as it altered General Buckman as it had me. My 
insight, my solution, became his insight and his solution, through the power of the 
dream. (It was a black guy that Nancy ran off with, like the black guy in the book. 
In my dream it was her boyfriend trapped in the wooden shed, shrieking as he real- 
ized the posse was coming to kill him; at that time a bunch of my friends had 
decided to bushwhack Nancy’s boyfriend and beat him up. Because of the dream | 
warned him and he escaped unharmed.) When I was in the hospital in April the 
Catholic priest there, Father Smith, discussed much of this with me. “The Holy 
Spirit likes to use writers as its vehicle of expression,” he said. “It is certainly the 
Holy Spirit that has been working through you, changing you and at the same 
time expressing Itself through your work. Listen to It and grasp what It tells you.” 
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I’ve tried to do so. Much of my writing, all the way back to EYE IN THE SKY, has 
had a religious theme. THE THREE STIGMATA OF PALMER ELDRITCH was 
my authentic vision of Evil, back in 1964, which made me an adult convert to the 
Episcopalian Church. MAZE OF DEATH is my vision of how God in the forms of 
the Trinity works in human life without so to speak kicking over the scenery with 
miracles and so forth. Because of the long history of this theme in my work, a bold 
thrust forward by the Holy Spirit to actively seize and direct my work would not 
be noticed. I would know, but it would only invigorate and intensify my work with- 
out changing its authentic direction. I guess it would only speed up and make 
more effective a process that has always gone on in my unconscious without my 
awareness. 

However, I would not wish to confine the identity of my inner voice with one 
special term such as the Christian term “Holy Spirit,” which implies belief in a for- 
mal doctrine. To me it is a female spirit and this fits into no known religion, at 
least none today. Much of my view since March comes from non-Christian/Jewish 
sources, such as Hinduism, from Persia—then later on the Pythagorean mystical 
cults of Greece and now Rome. Much of it is Gnostic, Orphic, but much is still a 
part of present day religious reality; it is both heretical and orthodox, so it is every- 
thing. It would please no one, satisfy no one, and offend everybody. (Well, almost 
everybody.) (Oddly, the three people I’ve told are all women—you, Jamis up in 
Sehelt in Canada and my wife. Hmmmmm.) In my Vancouver speech | spoke 
about the pieta, in which the eternal mother who never dies holds the body of her 
dead son who did die. I foresaw, then, the return of the Great Mother but in a new 
form ...remember? Maybe the sibyl which animates me during my sleep and 
speaks to me, holds up her prophetic books—maybe as [ foresaw in my speech, she 
is coming back and my sibyl is her manifestation within me, her springing to life as 
[ anticipated, although not in the way I had. Note that Lem in his “Hopeless 
Case” article says something about, “... He (PKD) has found among the degener- 
ate molecules of the modern world something which resurrects a potent force bur- 
ied for eons.” Or something like that (he refers especially to Ubik in UBIK). 
Perhaps I have: helped open the door to the Mater Sapienta of ancient times, who 
we need desperately now, more so than at any other time since Rome itself bit the 
dust and her Prophetic Books were burned. | really think those books and she still 
live on, inside me but really only making use of me to reenter the real world, as if 
passing through a door. 


P PS. Hey, Claudia. A post-postscript; wow. Anyhow, from Jungian psychiatric 
standpoints what I did in mid-March was to withdraw all my projections from the 
outer world and the main one was of course, as with any man, my anima. | used to 
be guided by the wisdom of certain chicks such as Kathy who WE 
CAN BUILD YOU is dedicated to (in Latin, oddly). She was just a bibbity-bopp- 
ity gutter-type, with no formal education, virtually illiterate, just out of high 
school, a brooding dark girl of French peasant background, whose ambition it was, 
well, she wanted to rise to be a checker at Safeway. Nobody paid any attention to 
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what she said except me. I believed everything she said. She used to come over 
every time | met a chick and Kathy would sit and watch and listen, and then after- 
ward she’d tell me what was what. “That girl is no good for you,” Kathy would 
explain (she always explained reality to me, in slow but precise sentences which 
always turned out to be accurate). “She'll rip you off.” And then Kathy would bor- 
row two dollars to put in on some Southern Comfort, which to her was Class. 

(She always paid back the money she borrowed.) Kathy had her feet on the 
ground; she was in touch, and | depended on her. Without her wise and dispas- 
sionate guidance during the year after Nancy left me, | would have gone even 
nutser than I did. Kathy, truly, was my sole link to life, to reality, to everything and 
I knew it. 

Anyhow, finally I realized that Kathy had run out of certitude and absolutely 
infallible judgment, and it was very sad because then | had no one to turn to to 
ask, “What's happening?” and I freaked out in Canada and tried to snuff myself 
and went into X-Kalay the heroin rehab place and kept thinking about Kathy and 
at last flew down here to Fullerton (FULLERTON?) and saw Kathy once more 
and that was that and tried to kill myself again and met Tessa and had the baby 
and then last March you know the rest. So I now find inside myself the absolute 
pithy wisdom and prophetic accuracy that | used to find in Kathy. She was my 
anima figure. Now it’s back inside me where it belongs ...I guess. | think, though, 
that it was wisdom—my wisdom—to spot the acuity in Kathy’s view of the uni- 
verse. However wise an external figure might be, one must oneself sense this and 
glom onto it. So even when projected, the anima must still be within; likewise the 
animus in the man. What is important, though, is that whereas I couldn't pre- 
viously live without Kathy or a Kathy-anima-figure, I now can; I am at last in 
touch with the “Kathy” so to speak inside me. 

Why I abruptly after all these years managed to withdraw my entire system of 
projections and introject them remains a mystery, since that is rare, especially 
when done without professional help. What is most important, though, I think, is 
to be able to apprehend wisdom period, to want it, to seek it, to listen to it and do 
what it advises, whether the voice issues from a stone, a book, from a gutter-type 
chick, or an ancient book of wisdom; the main thing is to recognize it when you 
see it, and to see it you got to look, sometimes for a long, long time. 

And not to imagine that you yourself—your ego system—possesses the wis- 
dom. Mine doesn't. It’s still “her,” das ewige Weiblichkeit, as Goethe put it... “the 
eternally feminine,” which Faust was searching for. 


{TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 15, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I’ve been reading over my own novel A MAZE OF DEATH. There is no 
doubt; it is shot full of Zoroastrian doctrine, far beyond what I thought. | can’t 
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think of any single explanation for this; part must have derived from what I had 
read (] had already written a S-F novel in the ’50s based on this dualistic religion 
called THE COSMIC PUPPETS, for Ace Books), some on what Jim Pike said, 
and my own LSD vision from 1964 which is depicted with exact accuracy in the 
novel. But until today I had no idea that this vision, which I had before I met Jim 
Pike, was totally Zoroastrian; in fact it was only a few days ago that by chance, in 
following up possible sources and meanings to my The Book dreams, that ] came 
across material in Joseph Campbell’s ORIENTAL MYTHOLOGY, by accident, 
which knocked me flat inasmuch as what Campbell says shows my LSD vision to 
have been Zoroastrian beyond any doubt. Couple this with what Jim Pike said to 
me, plus my own interest & knowledge from the ’50s, and what does MAZE OF 
DEATH become? You're right. The Persian dualism back with us, and giving all 
signs of having been obtained from authentic tradition—the Dead Sea Scrolls to 
John Allegro to Jim Pike to me. An astute heresy hunter would decide that my 
“vision” was a mere artifice, a way of presenting what Jim had told me so as to con- 
ceal its origin. 

“It need hardly be remarked that Biblical eschatology makes no mention of 
any torture of cold in hell. The Moslem doctrine, however, places this torture into 
the Moslem scheme of hell .. . it is probable that it had been introduced by Zoroas- 
trians converted to Islam.” (A discussion of Dante’s DIVINE COMEDY, p. 241.) 

On page 141 (paperback edition) of my 1969 novel AMAZE OF DEATH, 
my actual 1964 LSD vision is related as follows: 

“Agnus Dei,” she said, “qui tollis peccata mundi.” She had to look away from 
the throbbing vortex; she looked down and back ...and saw, far below her, a vast 
frozen landscape of snow and boulders. A furious wind blew across it; as she 
watched, more snow piled up around the rocks. A new period of glaciation, she 
thought ... A chasm opened before her feet. She began to fall; below her the fro- 
zen landscape of the hell-world grew closer. Again she cried out, “Libera me, Dom- 
ine, de morte aeterna.” But still she fell; she had almost reached the hell-world, 
and nothing meant to lift her up. 

When I had the vision in 1964 and when! wrote the novel in 1968 I did not 
know that the vision of a frozen hell belonged solely to the Persian dualistic reli- 
gion, and to make matters worse, at the end of AMAZE OF DEATH I have this 
vision, too: 

“I am the Intercessor ... you will die and be reborn. I will guide you to what 
you want, and to what is fitting and proper for you. Tell me what it is...” 

“I'd like to be a desert plant,” Seth Morley said. “That could see the sun all 
day ... perhaps a cactus on some warm world ...and sleep. I want to be asleep but 
still aware of the sun and of myself.” 

“You will live and sleep for a thousand years,” the Intercessor said, and 
guided him away from where he stood, into the stars. (p. 186) 

Well, the seriousness of this comes from the juxtaposition of this material 
with this statement in the “Author’s Foreword”: 

“...[ should say, too, that the late Bishop James A. Pike, in discussions with 
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me, brought forth a wealth of theological material for my inspection, none of 
which I was previously acquainted with.” 

After all, Jim was tried for heresy shortly before his death, and later resigned 
as bishop. Whether it reached the newspaper pages or not, the basic issue, the 
basic fear about him, was not merely that he had denied the Trinity but that he 
had picked up Zoroastrian doctrines, probably while going over the Dead Sea 
Scrolls discoveries. 

“If 1 were not a Christian,” I heard him preach in December of 1964 at Grace 
Cathedral, “I would be a Jew. And if I were not a Jew I would be a Zoroastrian.” 
And when he delivered to the congregation what I know to be a Zoroastrian 
exhortation: “Come into the Light.” (He extended his arms and open hands to 
them all.) “Come into the Light.” And so forth. This is the doctrine of Ormazd 
(Mazda), the Persian God of Light, identified with the Sun. 

My theological theory in MAZE OF DEATH is overtly Zoroastrian, along 
with my LSD vision. Viz.: 

Tony said raptly, “There is a deity above the Deity. One who embraces all 
four.” 

“What four? Four what?” 

“The four Manifestations. The Mentufacturer, the—” 

“What's the fourth?” 

“The Form Destroyer.” 

“You mean you can commune with a god that combines the Form Destroyer 
with the other three? But that’s not possible, Tony; they are good gods and the 
Form Destroyer is evil.” (pp. 91/92) 

Back now to page 141: 

“Hence it can be said,” she intoned, “that God-in-history shows several 
phases: (one) The period of purity before the Form Destroyer was awakened into 
activity. (two) The period of the Curse, when the power of the Deity was weakest, 
the power of the Form Destroyer the greatest—this because God had not per- 
ceived the Form Destroyer and so was taken by surprise. (three) The birth of God- 
on-Earth, sign that the period of Absolute Curse and Estrangement from God had 
ended.” 

What is most disturbing to me is that this material is from a book called The 
Book, which has replaced the Bible in the world depicted in MAZE OF DEATH. 
I had forgotten about all this; some guy named Speckowsky had a revelation and 
put it down in The Book. The Book is all about the four gods. It is manifested a 
replacing of Christianity by Zoroastrianism, with new terms. Recall, if you will, my 
recent repeated dream about The Book which contains religious, occult, total, 
absolute knowledge. I guess from a psychological standpoint I could be said to be 
abreacting to my thoughts during the writing of MAZE OF DEATH. Even so, this 
does not explain why my 1964 LSD vision of hell should be Zoroastrian and my 
later religious formulation for MAZE OF DEATH flatout Zoroastrianism. And 
that Jim’s heresy was the same. 

What we are to understand is this: we are actually Zoroastrians without 
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knowing it. Which means that our religion, which we already have, is a dualism, 
in which we believe not in One God but two: the God of Light versus the Master 
of the Lie who is the God of Darkness. 

In the Middle Ages the Catholic Church considered this heresy the worst it 
ever had to face. The Albigensians in France were actually not Christian heretics 
but followers of Mani; they were murdered. And the heresy, the Church hoped, 
ended there. 

Is it back? 

And is it in actuality not a heresy at all but merely an actual and authentic 
understanding of our religion? 

I] can see where heresy sniffers would take Jim’s heresy very seriously, if it 
went this route. Especially if the claim, valid or not, were made that recent Dead 
Sea Scrolls discoveries verifies this claim. 

And it appears to be bursting through into my head, on and on, starting in 
mid-March of this year. 

You know, Claudia, they used to kill people over these matters. Heresy trials, 
back in the Middle Ages. No, I forgot; Jim was brought up before such charges, 
back in the mid 1960s. 

They probably thought, when they read MAZE OF DEATH, that Jim had 
spilled his guts to me before his death. I was fronting his views/discoveries in my 
novel. God knew what written material they might find among my papers, in my 
locked files. Claudia, this stuff could change our world. And I’m beginning to think 
that it is true. For me it has become a series of inner revelations, night after night. 


Love, 


Phil 


PS. Here is my mandatory PS. Jim had a lot of enemies. I may have acquired a 
few of them after he died, inherited them, so to speak. For instance, a month after 
my house was burglarized in November 1971 a freak came to interview me, saying 
he was from a student FM station. After an hour of normal questioning, with his 
tape recorder on, he suddenly began to scream, “Are you God? Are you God?” 
and then much more weird shit. We had to evict him; fortunately another freak 
was there to help me. This freak told me seriously that he believed that Christ had 
been a mushroom. (I discovered that the phone number on the letterhead of the 
FM station freak was fake; there was no such prefix with that area code. God 
knows who he was, but a nut for sure, a religious one at that—the worst kind.) 

Jim was so sure his enemies were trailing him that one day when he left his 
apartment he took some scotch tape and sealed a hair across the door and door 
frame, so if they entered during his absence he’d know. Last year or so I showed 
Tessa how to do that, one day when we left our apartment. When we returned | 
found the hair broken. Someone had entered it. This aroused my curiosity, and at 
length I was able to find out who. A chick we knew, it turned out, had a key to 
the apartment, and had entered during our absence. She told me that she 
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customarily read “all my papers” (that is, mine, PKD) when I was not there. She is 
a religious fanatic who believes the world will end in three or four years. While 
Tessa and | were at the Worldcon in August-September 1972 the landlady and a 
neighbor said someone was in our apartment; they heard laughter, a girl’s. This 
girl did enter and she did read my letters, but I never knew why. No doubt it is just 
a coincidence that she is a religious freak, a nut, but—well, you can see how ner- 
vous one might get when one has written such a novel as MAZE OF DEATH not 
to mention my notorious story in DANGEROUS VISIONS “Faith of Our 
Fathers,” which Norman Spinrad calls the only truly dangerous vision there, and 
quite dangerous. I’m sure you read it, but its theme is: 

God is head of the Communist Party. He is evil. You can see him not when 
you take psychomimetic drugs, but when you don't. As long as you’re spaced out 
on LSD and other psychedelics it’s okay; you see standard reality; it’s when you 
sober up that you see this awful clacking, clanking horror which is God. But at the 
end when God kills the protagonist by grabbing his shoulder and leaving a stigma 
that never stops bleeding, God says, “It’s not as bad as you think; there are worse 
things than me that I’m holding back from you. Be glad.” In the story the US has 
lost to the Reds. 

I guess Norman is right; this is a dangerous vision. And look, ma, what I’ve 
been having since. Right in my own head. What happens when | write a novel 
about the mid-March and so forth stuff? 

I think I’Il go to the seashore instead. 

*sigh* 


[TO AMERICAN CIVIL LIBERTIES UNION] July 16, 1974 
Dear Sirs: 


Well over a year ago | wrote you asking for help and advice. I’ve never 
received any response of any sort, and long ago gave up hope of hearing from you. 

What makes this an irony to me is that in 1964 an ACLU official in the Bay 
Area came to me—I am a professional writer—and asked me if | would draft a let- 
ter to Bishop James A. Pike, asking him to speak to the ACLU. I spent an entire 
night drafting the letter, making it as persuasive as possible. Evidently I did okay; 
the ACLU official told me later that Bishop Pike had phoned from New York to 
say he would be glad to speak and asking when & where. 

I did what I could for the ACLU, without asking anything in return. Now, 
down here in Southern California and in distress, I ask help back and receive 
nothing. How can this be? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO NANCY HACKETT] July 16, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


Recently I’ve been doing research and thereby have noticed how many of my 
books, which I’ve owned and cherished for years and years, are missing. | recall 
that when Tessa and I ran into you at the Marin Court House in 1972 you men- 
tioned that you had taken a number of my books while | was in Canada, and you 
asked me if I’d like them back. At the time I had no way to transport them down 
here, not having a car with me. Also, | did not fully realize which books were miss- 
ing. Some of those I prized most are gone. It takes time to discover what is missing 
from a library—you go to show a particular volume to someone and it’s not there. 
And then you realize you haven't seen it since you were in Santa Venetia. 

I’m not sure which books of mine you have, so rather than my stipulating, 
why don’t you list them and send me the list? I'll look over it, see which ones I'd 
like back, and then let you know, sending you the money to cover shipping them 
to me. I think this is fair, don’t you? 

Are you going to let me know what I can send Isa, as I asked? And as I have 
said, I would love to hear from Isa; it has been four months since I’ve received any 
direct word from her... before her birthday, in fact. 


{TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 16, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Blessed be Ahura-Mazda, Lord of the Shining Vault of Heaven! Death in tor- 
ment forever in the pit of darkness below for all the Liars, for they serve Ahriman, 
along with serpents, vermin, locusts, ants and McDonald burgers. (Prayer found 
carved in rock in Persia, circa 240 A.D.) 

Actually, I made that prayer up. But I should get going in this direction, get 
practice, so to speak, since it is obvious now that Ormazd is speaking to me in my 
dreams. 

I really think this is so. I’ve been doing more research about this. When 
Zoroaster was young, Ahura-Mazda (Ormazd) “... appeared to him and gave 
into his hands the Avesta, or Book of Knowledge and Wisdom, and bade him 
preach it to mankind.” (OUR ORIENTAL HERITAGE, Will Durant, p. 364.) 
“According to a sacred tradition, two copies of the Avesta were made by Prince 
Vishtaspa; one of them was destroyed when Alexander burned the royal palace 
at Persepolis; the other was taken by the victorious Greeks to their own country, 
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and being translated, provided the Greeks with all their scientific knowledge.” 
(Ibid, p. 365.) 

So perhaps the Avesta is what | am shown in my dreams again and again. 
What survived, we are told, “are but part of the original Scriptures.” It is time for 
them, and the God of Light Ormazd, to return, using me as his priest, now that 
Zoroaster is dead. 

This would be why I saw the pages singed that time. Also, a few days after | 
saw the dazzling display of graphics, I looked into my novel FLOW MY TEARS 
and saw, beyond doubt, the Logos—it was embodied in the single word Felix, 
which shone out at me in gold, like a Medieval illuminated letter. I could never 
reconcile my view of the Logos, which | regarded as a purely Greek doctrine, with 
my general revelation of the two vast game-players at work: I saw them furiously 
playing on and on, throughout history, the Dark Evil Counter Player allowed to 
make the first move, to build up his huge malign plans, which were always success- 
fully blocked early by a single economical move by the Light Player who saw the 
future without error and therefcre knew just what to play into what intersection. 
Now I read this: 

“This ‘Good Mind’ meant not any human mind, but a divine wisdom, almost 
a Logos, used by Ahuraso, right-Mazda as an intermediate agency of creation.” 
(Ibid, p. 367.) Thus, the more | learn about Zoroastrianism the more | see how 
intact my vision of it has been; or, put another way, there is less and less doubt in 
my mind as to what | have seen. 

Only thing I can’t work into place is the sibyl. 1 guess she is a cultural accre- 
tion from Greek-Roman times. We've got to update all this anyhow, if it’s to work 
now. I plan to do that—I mean, Ormazd plans to do that, through me. 

I am feeling pretty chipper because I have my own typewriter back (note 
change in typestyle) and don’t have to use Tessa’s brandnew Olympia with its 
funky old-fashioned typestyle that reminds me of one hundred years ago. Jane Aus- 
ten must have typed on a machine like my wife’s. On the other hand, I am remem- 
bering how Nietzsche's developing psychosis, which couldn't be treated, 
developed. Nietzsche, during the final part of his life, believed that Zarathustra 
was speaking through him. “Zarathustra,” | just realized, is another name for 
Zoroaster. | had planned to call my next book, THUS SPOKE ZOROASTER, but 
I guess [ had better not. 

Anyhow, last night I dreamed another foreign word which I didn’t know, but 
this time | was lucky enough to see the definition of it: 

anan—(suffix blurred) A darkening over of the sky; a lessening of the light 
gradually; dimming out; progressive gloom until 

] found the word; it is again a Greek word. It is ananke, which means “the 
compulsive force which even the gods must bend to finally.” Obviously it is the 
Greek for the German Gétterdammerrung, “twilight of the gods.” Obviously this 
was a key philosophical-mystical-theological term for the Greeks, so now it is for 
me because I believe everything they show me in my dreams. Oh yes; | also man- 
aged to withdraw into the 72,000 veins of my body (actually nerves) until I 
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encountered the brahman within, and so spent the night in ecstatic bliss. At first | 
believed I had opened another chokra (sp?) but then a voice said something about 
what I had encountered being “the source of itself, motive of itself,” and that is 
nothing more or less than the brahman itself. It was an outta sight experience. You 
pull back so that you’re not extended out all the way to the very tips of your fin- 
gers and toes, and then you keep drawing back. The chronic pains in your extremi- 
ties go away because you are not in them any longer; they feel fine without you, 
too. Finally you’re down into your heart and then you can travel around inside 
your body all night. 

I’m in a silly mood, having my genuine typewriter back. I never thought I’d 
see it again ... like, you know, when your cat goes off to the vet. No matter what 
they tell you, you know he’s had it. And you’re right. You have to get another cat 
(or typewriter). 

Only Ahura-Mazda in His Infinite Wisdom could have fixed my typewriter! 
It is ten years old! Hail to Ahura-Mazda, destroyer of the Lie, revealer of the true 
nature of the universe which he builds into further goodness each day! All power 
to the central committee—no, that ain’t right. I’m sorry. 

Seriously, Claudia, there is in A MAZE OF DEATH a perfect expression in 
fictional, dramatic terms of what the Master of the Lie does to occlude our view of 
Creation (I don’t know if I intended it to be that when I wrote it, but there it is). 
No other religion that I know of has a conception of what evil does that would fit 
what I showed in the novel—again showing how powerful the Zoroastrian influ- 
ence on me was—has been. Now, here is something for your thesis: my preoccupa- 
tion with Reality vs. Illusion, my sense, throughout book after book, story after 
story, that somehow there are all sorts of hallucinatory illusions spun around and 
thoroughly surrounding the real world, and it is the former that we see, while 
imagining that we see the latter. | do not think it is illusion as much as delusion, 
and I do think someone or something deludes us—the Master of the Lie, who, as 
Will Durant says, was believed to be served by any person who lied in any way. | 
certainly agree. You might say, accurately, that my preoccupation is of a Zoroas- 
trian sort, a sense of the overpowering delusionary pall or smoke which surrounds 
things; we try, we continually try to see through it, to penetrate it, with little suc- 
cess. It is as St. Paul says: “We see (things) as if reflected from the bottom of a pol- 
ished pan.” (Or: “As through a glass darkly,” which is to say, by reflection.) My 
novel THE COSMIC PUPPETS was originally called A GLASS OF DARKNESS, 
based on Paul’s image, but relating to the Persian dualism which the novel overtly 
dealt with. (Darkness equals Ahriman.) 

Anyhow, in A MAZE OF DEATH, there is this building in chapter nine, and 
each of the persons seeing it sees it totally differently. 

Seth Morley sees it as a WINERY. 

Maggie Walsh sees it asa WITTERY (place where knowledge is kept?) 

Wade Frazer sees it as a STOPPERY (a mental hospital?) 

Mary Morley sees it as a WITCHERY (a place where the control of people is 
exercised by means of formulas and incantation.) 
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Ignatz Thugg sees it as a HIPPERY HOPPERY (where you get to watch peo- 
ple engaged in unnatural sex acts.) 

Betty Jo Berm sees it as a MEKKISRY (the “font of the universe, the smallest 
inner concentric circle.”) 

They are all seeing the same thing. Which of these is it actually? Something 
has occluded their senses, has it not, for each of them to see it so differently (in 
the novel there is a short subjective passage showing that the view by each cannot 
be sustained by the views of the others). This is in no way a mere failure properly 
to gestalt the object in view; each warps his perceptions to fit his desires (in each 
case the perceived form is a wish-fulfillment one). It is also a form which serves to 
entice the person forward, entranced and attracted by the building (obviously I 
based this on Hansel und Gretel und die Hexe, der Gingerbrot Hutte, or however 
it is in German). In the case of the two children in the Brothers Grimm story, they 
were made to see something enticing by an evil Presence-Entity which desired 
their destruction (I just chugaluged a beer, so my typing is now screwed up; my 
thinking, never). Hansel und Gretel could be considered an extremely well- 
expressed paradigm of this. The innocent, the naive, are ensnared by the wiles of 
the Liar who is also their Destroyer-Tormentor. In order to survive they must out- 
wit—rather than merely win out against—this Destroyer-Tormenter who lures 
them with something that appears good—in fact appears to embody the ethical, 
the noble, to fulfill their highest ideals in life—but which underneath in actuality 
will consume them. Here is the theme that good appears bad and bad appears 
good; the reversed image once more of St. Paul. We cannot go on appearances in 
life, but must somehow penetrate to the essence, which may be opposite entirely 
to the phenomenon, the illusion or delusion. And of course the existence of the 
delusion-as-snare implies the Deluder; i.e. the Liar who lies for a purpose. How we 
manage to penetrate through the delusion to the essence is hard to say, but the 
first step is to be aware that it is an illusion, that the appearance of being noble 
and lofty and good may be only an appearance masking something within that is 
destructive and evil ...drugs would be a good modern example of the gingerbread 
which lured the children in Grimms’ story. 

Our original state of innocence may be morally okay but it soon leads to our 
being trapped and destroyed. The paradox of becoming wise, becoming aware of 
evil, is that as soon as we do so—which we must in order to survive the snares— 
we automatically participate in it. Hansel and Gretel wind up subjecting the witch 
to the hideous torments she had planned for them. This the Brothers Grimm seem 
to gloss over. But it always bothered me. Is it a choice between being the innocent 
prey or the guilty predator? To lose unsullied or to win and be stained? “What 
profit it a man to gain the whole world if he loses his soul?” J. Christ asked, and 
did not stay to hear an answer (boy, what a couple of beers will do to your 
esteemed piety). I always tried unsuccessfully to reconcile this when I was a Chris- 
tian—I was unsuccessful because the Christian dualism is that your choice is 
between (one) innocent being done in and (two) guilty survival. If you live here 
you die there; if you die here you are raised up there. But you can’t have both; you 
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must choose. However, this anti-world doctrine, which must of necessity lead us 
away from this world and onto the next in preference, is not found in Zoroastrian- 
ism. There, one serves the Lord of Light by defeating the Lie, and one of the lies, 
a basic lie, is that this world is not fit to live in and should be despised. 

“Verily I say unto thee (declared Ahura-Mazda to his prophet Zoroaster), the 
man who has a wife is far above him who begets no sons; he who keeps a house is 
far above him who has none... it is this man that can strive against the ungodly 
deceiver and deceived, etc.” (Joseph Campbell, ORIENTAL MYTHOLOGY p. 
245.) “...And whereas in the Indian system the only possible way to salvation lay 
in a disengagement of the monad from the world in its futile round, the way of the 
Persian was precisely engagement in the common struggle of God and man toward 
an attainable—not at all futile—aim of righteousness on earth.” Ibid, same page. 

What the Persian system brings us is the possibility of justice, through being 
totally honest and thereby seeing clearly at last and penetrating the delusions of 
the Liar. The dharma leading to a clear conception of truth is to tell the truth 
always. Morality leads to a practical result; as long as we lie—precisely in response 
to our own lying—we become unable to detect the lies of others (I am not sure 
why this is so, but empirically it is; those who deceive seem unable to keep from 
being deceived. This reminds me of an article I once read which stated the idea 
that psychosis, in particular schizophrenia, comes from a person lying to himself 
and thereby splitting himself into two parts: that which lies and that which 
accepts the lie. | am certain, absolutely certain, that our modern term “mental ill- 
ness,” and especially our concept of psychosis in which a person is virtually 
entirely detached from reality, breaks with the reality principle, is identical to the 
ancients’ notion of being in a deluded state, a state of mortal sin, etc. The person 
is victim to any evil force which comes along and wishes to ensnare him, and he 
fell into this state by a moral lapse: his own conniving. Thus, undermeath psycho- 
sis, there is a moral fall in its origin). 

Anyhow, Claudia, I am calm in the knowledge that Ahura-Mazda is showing 
me what appears to be the entirely original version of the Avesta, as it was when 
he showed it to Zoroaster years ago. Legend has it that it took 12,000 cowskins to 
write it all out on, so] have my work cut out for me, I guess. Perhaps the best 
thing would be to microfilm it. And computerize the whole task. Just take a whole 
lot of photos and file them away. Think Ormazd would settle for that? I doubt it. 
If my next novel is very very long and appears on a lot of cowskins rather than 
paper pages, you'll know why. (I really don’t know for sure when I’m kidding and 
when I’m not. I don’t want to wind up like Nietzsche, but then again it sure beats 
watching TV. I guess it all depends on whether it burns your brain out or not, 
which sounds okay to say, but you usually can’t be sure until after.) 


Love, 


Phil 
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Dear Claudia, 


Herewith you will find a copy I made for you—did the whole damn thing 
word by word on my own typewriter—of a short piece I wrote which I think a lot 
of. 

I’m sending it to you because first I do think it has worth and it’s a present to 
you from me, what | have best to give. (I was going to put it on the market, but 
never mind.) There is however a second reason. I wrote this short piece with no 
thought to any formal system of thought past or present. It is just what I experi- 
enced and believed. The next day when I read it I saw instantly that it was 
unquestionably Hindu doctrine. There is the path: dharma. There is the delusion 
that hangs over reality: maya. And there is the light of God shining below maya: 
brahman. But later on J realized that even more was involved: the clear concept 
of the liar, and when I looked through my reference books ] came across it and rec- 
ognized it at once when | turned to a passage about Zoroastrianism. The God of 
Light versus the Master of the Lie. There it was. I could not recall ever having 
known that before. Perhaps | did, but it was no longer a conscious part of me. 

My insight came last March when I found out from my little girl Isa that her 
mother had brought her down here to Disneyland for a few days, without telling 
me. We’re about ten miles away. 

After the phonecall I realized something I'd never realized before. If 1 could 
penetrate the lies, there would be no problem. It was as simple as that. I had never 
thought of it like that before. My enemy, my adversary, the adversary of us all, is 
the Lie; pierce that and see the truth and the situation alters in a radical and 
astonishing way. And from this has come months of new insight for me, as you 
know. It was, really, one of the most important moments in my life. My faith in the 
Lie, my willingness to participate in it by accepting it as if bound by some kind of 
implicit oath of loyalty to it, my collusion—that disappeared. There is no require- 
ment of honor that obliges us to believe a lie, even when told to us by a person we 
love or have loved. 

What this discovery brought about was an unraveling of a long-term slavery 
to the Lie, to my own lie and to all lies, wherever they came from and for what- 
ever purpose. Certainly in our national life, the life of our Republic, we have virtu- 
ally been destroyed by the Lie; by its “powerful signs and miracles,” as Paul puts it 
in Second Thessalonians. The peculiar power that people have exercised over me, 
which I could not comprehend nor cope with, was based on (one) their willing- 
ness and capacity to tell the Lie and (two) my willingness and capacity to accept 
it: a compact between us, in which we jointly and in unison, as if we were one 
party on one side of the table, admired and nodded in agreement at the goddam 
thing. 

Well, this is the short story of one person’s abrupt emancipation, Claudia, 
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because a little seven-year-old girl said innocently on the phone one day, “Daddy, 
when are you going to take me to Disneyland? Momma took me last year.” | don’t 
know what it did to Nancy to have Isa tell me that—Nancy and | are in court 
right now inasmuch, as I mentioned, I’m now asking for custody—but for me it 
abolished one life, a sad and truncated life, and began an exciting new one. Need- 
less to say, honesty was valued by the Persians as the first virtue, after piety (which 
was needed to justify honesty, evidently, since in those days everything had to be 
assigned to a supernatural cause to make it stick). They believed other good 
things, as revealed to them by Zoroaster as revealed to him by Ahura-Mazda by 
way of the Avesta, such as it being a sin to feed unfit food to an animal such as a 
dog. The greatest thing in the Persian system of course was its affirmation of life, 
the value of life, the joy of life, the justice possible in this world and not the next, 
the value of trying. It put down passivity, resignation, despair, and I’m glad to say 
once released from the power of the Lie I saw passivity, resignation and despair as 
intended byproducts of the Lie, and any system of thought or religion which 
taught those as virtues (Christianity included) as a manifestation of the Lie. 

Well, there I went and said it. Any system which says This is a rotten world, 
wait for the next, give up, do nothing, succumb—that may be the basic Lie and if 
we participate in believing it and acting (or rather not acting) on it we involve 
ourself in the Lie and suffer dreadfully ... which only reinforces that particular Lie. 
I imagine that if Sweet Jesus is listening to me He is becoming very angry now, as 
Nancy told me God already is with me, but if He follows his own philosophy He 
will fold his hands, look tragically toward heaven, and do nothing. 

Meanwhile, I am trying to bring back an affirmative view of life, as was 
stamped out furiously wherever it appeared in history, and all I can hope is that | 
won't get caught. Well, I will be, but hopefully not too soon. It’s a nice world and 
I'd like to stick around and enjoy it for a long time ... but I got to say what | think 
is so, right? Whatever the consequences. 


Love, 
Phil 


[With July 16, 1974 to Claudia Bush:] 


July 8, 1974: the First Day of the Constitutional Crisis. 


But the state of things is so dreary here in the U.S.—they say the elderly and 
poor are eating canned dogfood, now, to stay alive, and the McDonald hamburg- 
ers are made from cows’ eyes. The radio also says that today when Charles Colson, 
the President’s former counsel, went into jail he still wore his Richard M. Nixon 
tieciasp. “California dreaming is becoming a reality,” is a line from a Mamas & 
The Papas song of a few years ago, but what a dreadful surreal reality it is: foglike 
and dangerous, with the subtle and terrible manifestations of evil rising up like 
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rocks in the gloom. I wish I was somewhere else. Disneyland, maybe. The last sane 
place here? Forever to take Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride and never get off? 

The landscape is deformed out of recognition by the Lie. Its gloom is every- 
where, and we encounter nothing we recognize, only familiar things without the 
possibility of accurate identification. There are only shocks, until we grow numb, 
are paralyzed and die. When I suddenly stopped believing in the Lie I did not 
begin to think differently—I saw differently, as if something was gone from the 
world or gone from between me and the world which had always been there. Like 
a scrambling device that had been removed: deliberate scrambling. All, suddenly, 
was Clear language. God seemed to seek me out and expressed things through 
things and what took place. Everywhere | saw signs along a path, marking His 
presence. 

Any lying language creates at once in a single stroke a pseudo-reality, con- 
taminating reality, until the Lie is undone. As soon as one lies one becomes sepa- 
rated from reality. One has introduced the falsification oneself. There is one thing 
no one can force you to do: to lie. One only lies for one’s advantage. It is based on 
an inner decision invisible to the world. No one ever says to you, “Lie to me.” The 
enemy says, You will do and believe certain things. It is your own decision to fal- 
sify, in the face of his coercion. I am not sure this is what the enemy wants or any- 
one the usual enemy. Only a Greater Enemy, so to speak, would want that, one 
with greater objectives, and a clearer idea of what the ultimate purpose of all 
motion is. 

Sometime in the past, about three months ago, I must have become aware 
for the first time in my life that the cause of my misery was the Lie and that the 
enemy, the real enemy, was a liar. | remember somewhere along the line saying 
loudly, “He is a liar; he is a liar,” and feeling it to be very important, that discovery. 
[ forget—or rather I guess it does not matter—what specific lie by which person 
made it all change. There was a person, there was a lie. A week after I realized 
that with no possibility of evading it everything altered radically for me, and the 
world began to talk, in a true language of signs: silently. The Lie had slipped away. 
The Lie deals with talk, written or spoken. Now it’s gone. Something else shines 
forth at last. ] see the cat watching it at night, for hours. He has seen it all his life; 
it is the only language he knows. 

I think a lot about my early childhood and remember events in it vividly, 
which I guess is a sure sign of senility. Also events that took place within the past 
ten years seem dim and not really a part of me. Their sadness is gone: used up. I 
encounter new fresh sadnesses in my remote past, like stars that burst into life 
when | notice them. When | pass on, they again are forgotten. Usually, however, 
senility is a gradual process; mine came on abruptly when [ noticed the cat trying 
to discern what was causing me pain (I had stomach flu) and then what he could 
do to help me. He finally got up on my abdomen transversely and purred. It 
helped, but then when he jumped down the pain returned, whereupon the cat got 
up again. He lay on me for hours, purring, and finally the disturbed rhythm of my 
stomach began to match the pace of his purrs, which made me feel much better. 
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Also, the sight of his jowly face gazing down at me with concern, his keen interest 
in me his friend—that changed me, to suddenly open my eyes (I had been lying 
for an hour on the couch) and see his concemed large furry face, his attention 
silently fixed on me. It was not an illusion. Or, put another way, his field of energy, 
his strength, was at that moment greater than mine, small as he was, since mine 
had dimmed from the flu and his was as always. Perhaps his soul was at that 
unusual moment, that critical moment, stronger than mine. It is not usual for a 
small animal’s soul to be larger than a man’s. He warmed me and | recovered, and 
he went his way. But I changed. It is an odd senility, to be comforted and healed 
by a small animal who then goes on as always, leaving you different. I think of 
senility as a loss of contact, a drop in perception, of the actual reality around one. 
But this was true and in the present. Not a memory. 

The Constitutional guarantees of our country have been suspended for some 
time now, and an assault has begun on the checks and balances structure of the 
government. The Republic is in peril; the Republic has been in peril for several 
years and is now cut away almost to a shadow of itself, barely functioning. I think 
they are carving it up in their minds, deciding who sits where forever and ever, 
now. In the face of this no one notices that virtually everything we believed in is 
dead. This is because the people who would have pointed this out are dead: myste- 
riously killed. It’s best not to talk about this. I’ve tried to list the safe things to talk 
about, but so far I can’t find any. I’m trying to learn what the Lie is or what the 
Lies are, but I can’t even discern that any more. Perhaps I sense the Lie gone from 
the world because evil is so strong now that it can step forth as it is without decep- 
tion. The masks are off. 

But nevertheless something shines in the dark ahead that is alive and makes 
no sound. We saw it once before, but that was a long time ago, or maybe our first 
ancestors did. Or we did as small children. It spoke to us and directed and edu- 
cated us then; now perhaps it does so again. It sought us out, in the climax of 
peril. There was no way we could find it; we had to wait for it to come to us. 

Its sense of timing is perfect. But most important it knows everything. It can 
make no mistakes. It must be back for a reason. 


[TO NANCY HACKETT] July 17, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


Since you are concerned with religious matters and have in the past let me 
know your own feelings regarding them, I'd like herewith to share a few of mine 
with you. 

There has come between us and the beautiful world which God created a 
deforming mist which obscures the nature of the landscape. (The Hindu Veda reli- 
gion identified this as maya.) The power of this deforming and obscuring mist is so 
pervasive, and we are so accustomed to it, that we are all living within its delu- 
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sion. However, this condition is not natural (in Jewish theology it is the Fall or the 
Curse, Original Sin, etc., and carried into Christianity). As long as we are unable 
to see God's world as it is we are cut off from the Ground of Being around us (the 
Ground of Being or what the Hindu Veda religion called brahman appears in two 
other sets: within us, called by the Christians the Holy Spirit, and in the Sidereal 
Vault above, out of which it originally came; this would be the Creator). By turn- 
ing deep within, some of us but not all can contact the Ground of Being within, 
the atman so to speak, and with its assistance journey outward once more to pene- 
trate the deforming mist and see what is actually there. Or we can perceive the 
presence of the Creator in the band of stars at night—actually above them—and 
sense His direction to us, His insight, His miracle of revelation. And so tur to the 
world around us and not be deceived by the Lie. 

What deforms and obscures the actual world is the Lie placed there, inserted 
between us and God’s world by the Master of the Lie, known to Christians as the 
Prince or Powers of Darkness. He is a god, with extraordinary powers. We see him 
and his workings, we hear his words, and we are led by him to believe that it is 
God we see, his workings, his world and his word. You must conceive of the Mas- 
ter of the Lie having inserted his realm between us and the true God. Everywhere 
we look there it is, the Liar and the Lie. And when we lie, we become instruments 
of the Master of the Lie, and aid in the growth of the obscuring mist lying over the 
landscape. 

Thereby, what many people worship as the true God is not God at all, the 
Benign God who created the Benign Universe, but the Master of the Lie who 
takes many forms and says many lying things. He pretends to be what he is not; he 
pretends to be God and possess the desire and power to save us, whereas he actu- 
ally ensnares us more. We cannot take anything he says at face value; his promise 
is no promise, his words have no power beyond that obtained from our consent, 
our willingness to believe in what is not true, good or real. 

Over the thousands of years this obscure dominion, as the Holy Father 
recently put it, has gained great mastery in human affairs, as witness the lies of the 
tyrants who govern us. Through their lies, which are his lies, they rule; but they 
rule only so long as we give credit to their lies. The same is true in the ability of 
the Master of the Lie himself to abase our reason and obstruct our perceptions 
and senses. We must participate in his lies by lying; once we lie we, at a single 
stroke, lose the capacity to distinguish truth from lie, and so are drawn in deeper 
and deeper, lying to ourselves and others and so losing touch with reality in a con- 
tinual spiral downward into the icy realm of the hell-darkness waiting. Isolation is 
what this brings: isolation from the good landscape around us, from other people 
and their goodwill, from our own authentic self within which is soon lost, and 
finally from the Benign God. The road back is to refuse to lie; this is the first step: 
the refusal to give power to the lies of the Master of the Lie by aiding him in 
increasing the strength of his kingdom. When this is done, the obscuring veil 
which lies over reality begins to roll back; the way is once more visible, the path 
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which we saw as children, simple and manifest, illuminated by the silent presence 
of God Himself as He leads us once again. 

Mental illness and being lost in sin are the same. Both spring from the Lie. 
The willingness to give, the inability to refrain from receiving, the Lie. The road 
back is not easy, although it is simple. Many of the lies both inside us and out are 
capable of giving a spurious comfort. They tell us, for instance, that we can be 
sure of this-or-that, when in fact all that we can really be sure of is that the God of 
Goodness will eventually triumph in his long game-playing with the Master of the 
Lie; the contest will end in victory. What happens in the meantime is not assured. 
The on-going process of the two-player game is incredibly complex and moves at 
the speed of light—the Master of the Lie constructing elaborate structures of 
enslavement and evil, the Benign God inserting economical blocks beforehand, 
here and there at precisely the correct spot, since He knows the future without 
error. Within the intricate fast-evolving structure of this visible game which we 
call the universe-in-process, we can never select by our own volition what role we 
shall play, for what ends and with what effectiveness. We can only petition the 
Benign God to utilize us for His plans, and place ourselves in mental and spiritual 
readiness, to be available to Him when He wants us and where He wants us; often 
we must wait in standby until our time has come, until we are selected, and then 
perhaps only for an instant as He moves us rapidly into place. 

What we erroneously regard as “personal salvation” means nothing more or 
less than becoming a useful instrument to the Benign God and a block, a foil, to 
the Master of the Lie. It is not our plan which matters but His plan. It is His job to 
select, ours to act with vigor and courage and determination when the moment 
comes in which He has made use of us, and to rejoice in this use. The joy should 
be in the doing of His work, not in any personal outcome or reward; what we can 
do for Him, not what He can do to insure our personal eternal comfort. 

The purpose of all good motion is not our salvation but His victory. Jesus, a 
true prophet of God, probably had this in mind when he said in Matthew 7:21, 
“Not everyone saying to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter into the kingdom of the heav- 
ens, but the one doing the will of my Father who is in the heavens will.” Those say- 
ings most likely the authentic renderings of his actual words bear out his concern 
that he not be mistaken for God Himself. It is one of the obscuring lies of the Mas- 
ter of the Lie to set up masks (in the old words idols or graven images) for us to 
worship as false gods. Since the Lie makes everything seem the opposite of what it 
is, these false idols erected by the Master of the Lie are accompanied with prayers 
and rituals and beliefs which strike us as being noble and good and worthy and 
above all pious. But somewhere in recorded history, perhaps two hundred years 
after the death of Jesus, the Lie crept cunningly and insidiously into the body of 
the Christian Church and caused it by gradual degrees to become part of the Lie, 
deluding people and further obscuring God's good world. 

St. Paul said that we “see as through a glass darkly,” meaning that we see as if 
by reflection, as from the polished bottom of a metal pan. By this we are to under- 
stand that everything we encounter is backward. What appears good may be evil; 
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what appears noble and for God may be a Lie and counter to his Plan. But the 
truth told, that is the first step in piercing the reflectedness of the universe and 
turning it inside out, so to speak, at least in terms of our apperception of it. Sud- 
denly, in a single stroke, it will reverse itself, like a left handed glove pulled 
through infinity to become its opposite: a right handed glove, its mirror opposite. 
The power of absolute truth emanating from us has the authority to destroy the 
Lie outside us, and once more we are joined to the genuine world; the age-old 
schism is gone and we are healed and full of joy. We have found our Heavenly 
Father once again, as it was in old times. 

But actually we cannot decide to seek and find Him; we must depend on His 
inner awareness, the Grace of God, to dignify our psyche for the purpose of strip- 
ping off, shedding forever, the burdens of the past which we by a lifestyle of bond- 
age to the inner and outer Lie have acquired. Out of this new realization and 
decision comes justice at last: we offer justice to others and so obtain justice for 
ourselves. It is this reciprocity, this two-way activity of the Divine Spirit from out- 
side penetrating in to us like a shaft of pure light and the Inner Spirit piercing the 
deluding veil between us and reality—all at once syntonos, or harmony and agree- 
ment, takes place. The miracle happens. God within us looks out at His good 
world. And, seeing it properly at last, we can accurately judge it and act correctly 
for the first time. God within sees God outside; a tremendous shock of recognition 
occurs. “It is I,” God realizes from inside, confronting His own face no longer dis- 
torted. There is no further possibility of mental or spiritual alienation, once this 
act of perception and cognition takes place; it locks together and becomes a con- 
tinuing identity, a colloquy of all that is real with all that is benign. We as individu- 
als participate in it, are so to speak carried along. This to me is true salvation: to 
play a part in God’s coming across Himself once more, at long last, and it is a mira- 
cle which occurs every moment of the day. 


Love, 


Phil 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 17, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I just wanted to add these two items to my enormous account of dreams 
since mid-March and my attempts to puzzle out who or what is “coming across” to 
me from the Other Side, whatever that means. 

(one) Dream. I’m back in grade school, and find in a wooden cubbyhole a 
bundle of extremely old paper money bills. When I look at them | discover them 
to be of extraordinary value. They are dated 1827 and are from the period of 
Andrew Jackson. As | examine them they turn into old-fashioned newspaper arti- 
cles, which inform me that at last check Andrew Jackson was 101 years old, like 
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some old guru in India. I’m reminded what a good and fine leader he was, what an 
exceptional man. And then | am told: “He is still alive.” 

(This dream, which I had a week or so ago, reminded me of a previous 
dream, one in which I was preparing for a funeral, surrounded by people dressed 
up and somber. I reach into my coatpocket and bring out my wallet; in my wallet 
are many high-denomination bills. | hand two to a man who is to drive up to the 
Bay Area, so he can buy himself dinner. A moment later | enter a kitchen and see 
“my mother” bending down to tend a steak broiling in a low oven. Although I rec- 
ognize her as “my mother” she is in fact Mrs. Chambers, Bishop Pike’s mother; | 
realized this only after I woke up. At the time it seemed perfectly natural for this 
immense old lady to be my mother. Also, I knew none of the people in the dream; 
they were older, well-dressed and fashionable. So was I. I think I was Jim Pike. 
Now, in this dream as | say I opened my wallet to reveal the kind of large bills | 
myself never have or if I have never carry; this element of this dream, | think, was 
carried over into episode TWO, where the bills are from the period of “Andrew 
Jackson,” who, it is said, “is still alive,” a fact that is unknown of course to the 
world ... because how could it be? Clearly such a thing is not possible. But ] am 
told that nonetheless this is so. 

(two) In many of my dreams the printed pages or text which is held up to me 
has around it or in the flyleaf holographic scribbles in dark blue or indelible purple 
pencil, in a crabbed, scrawly handwriting which I have been trying and trying to 
identify. Last night as I was lying in bed waiting to go to sleep | thought over the 
characteristics which have circumscribed the manifestations of this hand: 

The book is given to me by its author (in many dreams), but it is not a novel 
and is not science fiction or concerning it. The book is rather small. It deals with 
wisdom or knowledge or the occult. There is a face pictured on the cover. Inside, 
there is the crabbed blue handwriting, sloping down at the end of the lines. In one 
dream there was a disappointingly small amount of inscription, barely the author’s 
signature. 

It took me several days to identify my own ex-wife’s handwriting as shown on 
the baby’s cereal box in my first written material dream. This crabbed hand | 
knew but couldn't place; I’ve had a clear and evident block against recognizing it. 
One by one I’ve gone over in my mind all books ever given me by their authors, 
and inscribed, with no results, until last night, when | suddenly leaped out of bed 
and hurried into the living room and got down the one book I still have that Jim 
Pike wrote and gave me an inscribed copy of. 

The book is called IF , THIS BE HERESY. It’s rather small—as in my dream. 
Certainly the topic is correct. Opening it, there is this inscribed by Jim Pike, back 
in 1967: 

To Phil & Nancy, 
with love, 
Jim 


The handwriting evidently was done with an old-fashioned liquid ink foun- 
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tain pen; it is blue, and the writing is crabbed and small and hard to read and 
slopes downhill. It’s about the sole piece of Jim’s hand that | possess; I was and am 
simply not familiar enough with his holography. | am fairly sure this is what I’ve 
been seeing again and again in my dreams, this same script under a variety of per- 
mutations. Also, the cover of the book has a face on it: Jim Pike’s face, stern and 
brooding and wise and thoughtful and warm. 

What I think, Claudia, is that “Andrew Jackson” in dream one who is “still 
alive but no one would believe it” is Jim Pike, and that his handwriting is proba- 
bly—but not absolutely certainly—the handwriting I’ve been seeing in my dreams 
in the flyleaves of books again and again in the form of an inscription which 
almost always is addressed to me. I’m sure, now, that Jim Pike is coming across to 
me, successfully, from the “other side.” Isn’t this something else? 

I noticed, yesterday, all the books I’ve dragged out from my rather meager 
library to read and study. They’re not the books | usually read; some of them | 
bought and never opened. It came to me with a shock that they are precisely the 
books which Jim, if he were cooped up here in my apartment for any length of 
time, would select to look at. ] think from mid-March on | have acquired his 
tastes, his lifestyle, his character traits, and to quite an extent his knowledge. 
And, most of all, his view of the universe. | think the new way | see the world is 
very likely the way Jim saw it all the time. Perhaps | didn’t become sane or mature; 
] became Jim. And in doing so automatically became sane & mature, he being so. 
I drive the car differently, eat differently, do everything differently: more shrewdly, 
but with always the sense of God and God’s purpose, plus an unending rush of 
enthusiasm for theology and classical knowledge. Just as Jim had. 

Shall I keep you informed? Yes, no, inbetween, check one. 


Love, 


Phil 


[TO NANCY HACKETT] July 18, 1974 
Dear Nancy: 


I am going to come up to Marin County and get Isa. Some time ago | talked 
to my attorney on the phone and he said that I could indeed take my daughter 
down here during the summer for a time, under my reasonable visitation rights 
granted me by the court. I'd like to have Isa throughout the month of August. Let 
me know if this is satisfactory with you in terms of the time-period selected. Let 
me point out that it is my right to have her with me; the only matter to be negoti- 
ated is the specific when. 


Love, 
Phil 
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(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 19, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Please forgive me for rattling on to you along the same dim lines, but I tried 
to tell all this to the checkers at Trader Joe’s, the foodstore where we shop, and 
they cancelled my check-cashing privilege. Since no one else in Fullerton talks to 
me, that leaves only those whom I] write to. You are one of those. Jamis, whom | 
also wrote to about these esoteric antique religious matters, wrote back a halfpage 
typed letter saying she had moved. It was a very hurried letter. Made no mention 
of anything I said. 

Well, last night the guy and his wife were over; they run a retail bookstore 
and he is very hep, going back to a lot of heavy intellectual stuff in his past. I got 
to telling him about all the Greek terms I found myself thinking in, and all the 
ideas which seemed to come from around 600 B.C. to 200 A.D. from a specific 
area of Greece and being mostly the doctrines of Pythagoras and his followers, 
plus the Delphic Oracle and so forth—what I told you, but limited to the contents 
of my dreams and thoughts with no mention of any idea of why | was getting all 
this. I said | couldn’t account for my having these terms, these ideas, and this view 
of the universe in my head. Where did he think they might have come from? ESP? 

This guy said, “You’re talking like Jim Pike used to talk.” He went on then to 
tell how he’d met Jim Pike around 1964, in a very small group of students after a 
speech Jim had given down here. Someone had asked Jim about reincarnation, 
and in answer, Jim (this guy told me) gave an account much like the material I 
was describing. This bookstore guy could think of no other place he had heard 
these ideas, nor this explanation, except directly from Jim Pike that time. 

You can imagine the effect this had on me, Claudia, since I had also come, as 
you know, to the conclusion that in some fashion all these ideas, all this classical 
information, was somehow connected with Jim, somehow came from him. Need- 
less to say, when I knew Jim he never mentioned any of this; by the time I met 
him he had gotten onto the new Dead Sea Scrolls discoveries and was onto the 
Zoroastrian stuff. And yet I had been thinking, “This Greek stuff certainly is the 
sort of thing Jim would have known, with his background, his education.” Even 
though as I say he never happened to discuss it with me. 

This guy told me as much as he could remember that Jim had said. Today | 
looked up Pythagoras again and found them to be authentic in the tradition of 
that school. It is only the mind which survives, in our words—the psyche, which 
carries on its acquired knowledge rather than its character or personality into a 
reborn life on this world. Jim had said to these students that as one acquires 
knowledge one gets closer and closer to God; hence the transmission of acquired 
knowledge into the process of transmigration. Feelings, views, memories and expe- 
rience and learning in the general sense would not qualify and so would not be 
retained; it would be mainly what we would call philosophical wisdom. The 
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Pythagoreans believed this doctrine; Pythagoras brought it to Greece from India. I 
can never prove that Jim Pike came across to me, bringing with him all this heal- 
ing wisdom from Attic Greece, but my friend’s pinpointing my description of the 
material as “sounding like what Jim Pike used to say” may come as close as I'll ever 
get. Certainly, if nothing else it is an extraordinary coincidence. But I’m sure I’m 
on the right track. This highly valuable information is beyond doubt specifically 
from the Pythagorean group in Attic Greece and Italy of that time, connected 
with the sibyl (i.e. the Oracle at Delphi), the religion of Apollo and the medical 
teachings of Asklepios. In the history of Greece all these ideas fused together, 
exactly as they have done in my head at night, in my dreams. Now, during the day, 
I find myself actually seeing before me specific geometrical shapes, of the a priori 
type which Pythagoras developed, such as the Golden Rectangle (I had to look 
them up to identify them). And, when I see them, they are annotated in Greek, 
using the Greek alphabet, like, you know, Pi. The Golden Rectangle is the ulti- 
mate symbol of synthosos, of harmony and balance. 

But as I say I didn’t know this from memory; | had to look each and every- 
thing up. I’m sure Jim knew all this, though. 

Another strong source possibility for my thoughts and view of the universe, 
the new way | have begun to see it, | recognized in Wordsworth’s “Ode,” in which 
he depicts his intimations of immortality based on recollections from childhood. 
That 33 page prose piece written on the first day of the Constitutional Crisis 
[? The piece as found in carbon copy in Dick's papers and included here is three pages 
long] expresses this view so very similar to that of the “Ode.” In my Will Durant 
book on Greece, where he is discussing Pythagoras, he says that Pythagoras is still 
a potent force in the modern world, and cites one example; the Wordsworth 
“Ode,” he says is “unconsciously Pythagorean.” I regard this as a decisive confirma- 
tion that my internal print outs of information are not only precisely Pythagorean, 
but that my abrupt new view of the world—my sense of seeing it as it is, no longer 
deformed by the Lie—is the view which that particular school of Greeks held, the 
way they saw, and I hold their religious attitudes and beliefs as well. 

Today this chick came over whom we haven't seen for a couple months and 
she said how healthy and well I looked, to which Tessa said, “Well, Pythagoras 
talks to him in his dreams and heals him,” which is a nice succinct way of putting 
it but rather startling. 

This all is the “what” that’s come into my mind, and Attic Greece is the 
“where from.” What Jim Pike supplies I believe is the “why,” and also even the 
“how.” I mean, I’m sure the sibyl wouldn’t have hit on me to be given all this stuff 
without his selection of me, since | was his friend and he knows me. | am just a lit- 
tle person unknown to someone like the Cumaean sibyl or to Asklepios or cer- 
tainly Pythagoras, but I was certainly known to Jim Pike. And Jim Pike before his 
death and evidently now is in touch with these other earlier personages from 
actual history, rather than myth. Jim put the finger on me, so to speak. Otherwise 
it would be someone else receiving all this. Why me? I used to ask; Jim is the 
answer to that. 
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The Pythagoreans were very interested in the welfare of the society, and 
actively participated in politics; I’m sure as I’ve said before that the purpose of this 
is not to heal me—that is a first step. The purpose is to get me together so I can 
be of use in some way against the decline of the society we live in. Still, out of this 
I get a great big benefit personally: my mental and physical health in terms of the 
finest concepts and methods of healing ever known in this world. 

On the other hand this is all probably only the right hemisphere of my brain 
talking to my regular hemisphere, and to endow itself with the weight of authority 
so I'll believe it, it figured out who in all history, if it represented itself as being, I’d 
be most likely to take everything it then said as gospel. And that would be the 
Oracle of Delphi, the father of Western Medicine, and Jim Pike, plus Zoroaster 
thrown in. It is correct, then, because I do believe it. 

These are the trappings of costume and pomp, of ceremony and ritual. And 
I’m falling for it. 

Only, how come it knows, along with what costumes to wear and what to 
allege itself to be, it also knows the wisdom and healing techniques that would 
underlie such pageantry? Maybe this is a case of the role taking over, as in Method 
Acting; it’s gotten so deep into its part that it’s forgotten it made the part up in 
order to impress me. 

I hope you’re still with me and haven't moved to Peoria and changed your 
name, so as to end these letters coming. Okay? 


[TO NANCY HACKETT] July 20, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


I was so glad to receive the letter from Isa and the picture of her. It’s a nice 
picture and | haven't had one for some time, but something about the develop- 
ment of the lines of her face—at least as they appear in this one picture—disturb 
me. Have you had her given a complete physical exam recently? The reason | ask 
is that the thickening of the brow-line as shown in the picture may, in some chil- 
dren, indicate the setting in of an endocrine imbalance; as I understand it, related 
to a malfunction of the pituitary gland, or the iodine metabolism. 

Perhaps you could phone me when you get this letter, collect; I’d appreciate 
hearing very much, and while I admit that my knowledge of this isn’t professional 
and my concern may be undue, it would still mean a lot to me to discuss this with 
you direct, on the phone. And do so right away, please, if you will. 


Love, 
Phil 
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(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 20, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Having written you giving a complete explanation of everything that has hap- 
pened in my head, I now have another new theory. 

Actually, I think I can put it together on a better empirical basis than in the 
July 19th letter. After I wrote that letter it came to me that: 

The unconscious is probably located in the unused hemisphere of the brain. 
It is said to contain extremely archaic material. So to jack up the unused hemi- 
sphere to above the threshold would be to inundate the conscious mind, most 
likely during sleep and the REM state especially, with suddenly highly-structured 
and articulated, no longer diffuse, but still as archaic as ever, material. 

This previously unused hemisphere never functioned in the same way that 
the left one had. Never. Not during the person’s entire life. Then what would its 
conceptions be like? Its view of the world? Its attitude? Out of the far distant past, 
I’d imagine, guessing; but I don’t have to because I’ve experienced it. My right 
hemisphere, when I got it to begin firing more efficiently to enter into my cogni- 
tive-percept system along with and perhaps equal to the left, was back 2,600 
years. After all as the psychologists who’ve developed this theory say, it is only in 
the East where the right hemisphere has ever been dominant. So I went back to 
the period before Western civilization began to stress the left hemisphere at the 
expense of the right; this would be before Roman times. Morphologically, our spe- 
cies left the right hemisphere fixated at that ancient time, and there it—at least in 
me—remains. Its extremely archaic, but not primitive, thinking has in me forced 
the standard left-hemisphere thinking back and back, suffused it with its own typi- 
cal kind, which is quite different intrinsically—and the right hemisphere is in 
another time-period, with only (only?) the education, background, training and 
worldview available at that ancient time. Everything learned by our race evidently 
failed to impinge on the right hemisphere; it hasn't actively participated in judging 
the world and forming reactions to it since the time of Attic Greece. 

I rest my case. This would tend to put what I’ve subjectively experienced as 
emanating from my right hemisphere on an empirical basis. We can eliminate all 
occult and weird explanations ...I guess. Unless at the same time | encountered 
the soul of my dead friend Jim Pike, in further non-Western right hemisphere 
activity which say in Tibet is a commonplace. | would surmise that at the same 
time that I forced into heightened activity the right hemisphere I reached down 
totally as the TM people do. All sorts of complicated interactions between both 
parts of the brain must have occurred since mid-March. Activating the right hemi- 
sphere must have simply begun the process. 

(Later on the day.) I just got your July 16th letter with mickey mouse balloon 
and the photos of you and the picture you drew of the head hanging in the sky. 
Your letter tore me apart; it makes what I’ve been writing look so spaced, so 
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fucked. You really must be the most together person I’ve ever heard from. .. it 
really shocked me, that drawing of the head hanging in the sky; it is a Gorgon 
head, beyond doubt, much like I saw Palmer Eldritch as, except this is a woman. 
You have drawn my ominous inner vision, Claudia. I can’t believe it, and I nearly 
went totally nuts when I saw it; couldn’t move or talk for half an hour. Didn't 
know where I was, except that I was out of my tree completely. 

I can see now why I’ve been writing to you instead of every one else | 
could/can write to; your letter is so wise and balanced and so full of insight, of a 
really warm human sort. Human wisdom, from a genuine individual instead of 
material cranked out by (ugh) an impersonal archetype of the unconscious. You've 
done more to draw me back into the present, actual world of Now and Here than 
you ll ever know. Brought me right back up from the depths, so to speak; it’s pain- 
ful, very painful, but very good very important very necessary very wonderful of 
you, Claudia. A real jolt but a real tonic, a shock, which pierced me through, but 
woke me up to where I’ve been at: on a journey, down into the depths of my soul, 
a journey forced on me by the horror and dismay of learning, back in March, that 
I'd missed seeing my little daughter once again; | was here in town, so was my 
daughter, a ten cent phonecall would have abolished the distance between Isa and 
me. | couldn’t handle it except by journeying down and down into my uncon- 
scious, but you brought me a long way back up, maybe far enough up to stabilize 
me. 

Not only that, I like your refrigerator. (As shown in the photo you sent.) 

I was spacing out so bad, due to missing my daughter. Well, that’s part of life, 
to miss people. Thanks, Claudia. 

I’ll wrap this up at this point. Someday maybe | can do something for you in 
return. | hope so. 


Love, 


Phil 


P S. Strange, to owe so much to a girl in another part of the country I’ve never 
seen—the girl, | mean; I’ve seen Pocatello. I really do think a lot of you, Claudia. 
And for good reason. 


[TO CHARLES BROWN, publisher, Locus Magazine] July 21, 1974 


Dear Charlie Brown: 


Peter Fitting’s review of my novel FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN 
SAID seems to come from yet another alternate world—one in which the protago- 
nist Jason Tavemer, having been arbitrarily accused of the murder of the 
policeman’s sister, is “...tried, and executed,” as Peter Fitting puts it, whereas in 
the novel—my novel anyhow— Taverner is found not guilty (page 227) and 
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released to return to his popular TV show. This is the entire outcome of the novel, 
its whole point! Truth and justice will out, and do so. 

Peter Fitting starts paragraph three of his review with this statement: “The 
irony of Jason’s death as well as the drug-induced parallel reality are familiar parts 
of Dick’s fictional universe,” etc. On page 230 | state that Jason Taverner lived on 
fifty-nine years after being found not guilty: 

“In 2047 Jason Taverner, long since retired from the entertainment field, died 
in an exclusive nursing home of acolic fibrosis, an ailment acquired by Terrans at 
various Martian colonies privately maintained for dubious enthrallment of the 
weary rich. His estate consisted of—” and so forth; these are the final two pages of 
the novel, this epilogic outcome. 

What did Peter Fitting read? Where did he get it? Consider how the epilog 
opens: 

“The trial of Jason Taverner for the first-degree murder of Alys Buckman mys- 
teriously backfired, ending with a verdict of not guilty, due in part to the excellent 
legal help NBC and Bill Wolfer provided, but due also to the fact that Taverner 
had committed no crime.” 

In view of Peter Fitting either not having read the novel, or anyhow at the 
very least not having finished it, it is hard for me to take seriously his contention 
in his review that the solution of the novel—i.e. the ending—“ ...contradicts ... 
our own experience of contemporary reality,” since there is forceful evidence that 
Mr. Fitting never read the ending of the novel at all. I’ve never known this to hap- 
pen in a review before; are there two FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN 
SAID, one of which I know nothing about? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO AMERICAN CIVIL LIBERTIES UNION] July 22, 1974 
Dear Bette MacMahon: 


Thank you for your reply of July 19th. There may be no issue in this for you, 
but my problem is as follows. For years I’ve been a novelist whose work contained 
left wing and anti-war sentiments (my best known novel, MAN IN THE HIGH 
CASTLE, won the Hugo Award in 1963 for Best Science Fiction Novel of the Year; 
on July 19th of this year, same date as your letter, the London Daily Telegraph maga- 
zine ran an in-depth interview with me, discussing some of these matters, as have 
other U.K. publications). Anyhow, in November 1971 while I was living in Marin 
County my house was robbed. My locked fire-proof files were blown open and many 
of my personal and business papers were stolen, along with all cancelled checks in 
the house—from every closet, drawer and box, as well as those in my files. 

The Marin County Sheriff’s Office, when I finally managed to get them to 
come out, told me they thought I’d done it. Nevertheless I pressed for an investiga- 
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tion. Early in 1972 one of their sergeants, in the presence of two other uniformed 
officers, told me that if I didn’t leave Marin County I'd be shot in the back some 
night, or worse. “We don’t need a crusader in Marin County,” the sergeant said. 
(He didn’t say the Sheriff’s Office would shoot me; he said that I had enemies 
who would. I didn’t know then and still don’t who these “enemies” were.) I did as 
he advised, leaving the United States, in fact; the University of British Columbia 
wanted me to deliver a speech there, and the Vancouver Second Annual Science 
Fiction Convention wanted to pay my way there as Guest of Honor. | went and | 
stayed. I phoned my realtor in Marin County to have my possessions stored. 

While I was in Canada, before my stuff could be stored, my house was again 
robbed. What remained of my papers—the contents of both my desks—disap- 
peared. The papers of over twenty years of professional writing, plus all my busi- 
ness records. Letters, etc. Gone. 

Ever since then I’ve been trying to find out (one) who hit my house, blew 
open my files and stole my papers, (two) why the police up there wouldn't investi- 
gate—the logbook the next day didn’t even indicate that a robbery had taken 
place that night. I know that an arrest was made. | even know his name (a neigh- 
boring police department made the arrest). The inspector in charge told me that 
they knew who had robbed me, had stopped them and let them go. Since coming 
down here from Canada in April 1972 I’ve never been able to get the police to 
answer a single letter from me; I’ve asked them, for example, for some sort of state- 
ment for Income Tax purposes (which is true; I still have not been able to file 
because of my business papers and cancelled checks being out of my possession). 
No response. 

For some time my writing career, which goes back to 1951, was crippled by all 
this. In fact 1 myself barely survived; in Canada I became so depressed because | 
was afraid to return to Marin County where both my children are that I tried sui- 
cide. Now I’m doing a lot better, but it still seems to me that something could or 
should be done to find out who blew open my files and stole my papers in Novem- 
ber 1971 and then got what remained in February 1972—my question to you 
would be, Can't the police up there be forced to tell me if anyone was ever 
brought to trial and if anything was recovered, and what has been learned, if any- 
thing, as to the motive? 

It always seemed strange to me that the burglars took cancelled checks but 
left gold cufflinks and other valuables, which were in plain sight. They left a 
35mm camera, for instance. 

Also, the attitude of the police up there struck me as odd, that they should 
further threaten me rather than assisting me. 

In November of 1972 1 contacted the FBI down here and made a complaint 
that I felt my civil rights had been violated. The FBI agent told me never to con- 
tact them again, that it cost them too much to look into such things. He did say 
he’d be in touch to tell me what the Bureau had decided or found. Never any 
answer, ever. Nothing. 

These are the bare bones of what happened. Much time has passed, and I’ve 
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had many theories as to who did it and why—it always seemed to me that a 
grudge was involved, and the nature of what was taken and not taken suggested 
to me (perhaps wrongly) the authorities themselves. Once again, however, I am 
busy writing; a novel of mine came out this year, from Doubleday, FLOW MY 
TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID. I’m enclosing a recent review of it, so you 
can see how I've turned these experiences into something useful in terms of my 
writing. 

I’m frankly not sure what you might do or would want to do, if anything. As I 
said, | wrote you at length I believe in late 1972 or early 1973 but received no 
response; at that point I sort of gave up. Even if you could just give me your idea 
of who might have done it—that would help. 

Thank you, and I'll hope to hear. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO NANCY HACKETT] July 22, 1974 
Dear Nancy: 


You ask me not to take Isa from you because she is so precious to you, and it’s 
easy for me to understand how you feel because Isa is precious to me as well; she is 
a real sweetheart and | know we both love her. 

This whole situation is sad and has been sad for years—ever since our little 
family broke up. I rejoice that I’ve found Tessa and Christopher, after the empty 
and lonely years of wandering about with no purpose, no meaning. We have such 
a happy life here. 

I don’t think this should be decided on the basis of which of us finds Isa the 
more precious—which is to say, which of us needs her more. I’m certain that hav- 
ing Isa is vital to your needs, Nancy. I don’t dispute that. 

If | obtain custody of Isa, as ] am now asking, she would in truth have two 
parents again, as she did once, although she would of necessity be living with only 
one of them, at least at a time. By this | mean that if I had her I would let her see 
you, write to you, phone you and stay with you, so she would have both of us. 
Right now she has just you. In spite of all my efforts, 1 have not been able to see 
her, even for a moment, since 1971. 

What my heart is hardened about, Nancy, is the hardened determination 
that Isa see both of us. Even when you brought her down here to Disneyland, just 
a few miles from where I live, you did not tell me and | didn’t know until she was 
back up there. 

You've said in your recent flurry of letters how much Isa loves me, how much 
she thinks about me, how much my love toward her matters to her. Then why 
can’t she see me and be with me? Wouldn't that be very, very good for her, if she 
cares so much about me, as I hope she does, as I’m sure she does? How do you sup- 
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pose it makes me feel, Nancy, to hear how much my little girl misses me, but never 
to see her or hear her voice, month after month—year after year? 
I’m sorry, Nancy, but I have to take Isa. For our sake, hers and mine. 


Love, 
Phil 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 22, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I think I’ve solved what's been in my head at night. 

I’m seeing (all the books and writing tablets, all the written material night 
after night) the Qumran Scrolls. 

Gee. It finally fits together, all this stuff. 

They’re what people call the “Dead Sea Scrolls.” I’ve been doing more 
research. I’m positive. Hundreds have been unjarred and opened and translated 
recently. In England and Israel. The Qumran community were Essenes. Here, 
before the scrolls were found, is Will Durant’s description of the Essenes: 

“.. possibly they were influenced by Brahmanic, Buddhist, Parsee (which is 
Zoroastrianism, PKD), Pythagorean and Cynic (search for the honest man, PKD) 
ideas that came to the crossroads of trade at Jerusalem... They dwelt in homes 
owned by their community ... (i.e. communistic ideas of property: “A rich man is 
a thief,” PKD) ...they hoped that by piety, abstinence and contemplation they 
might acquire magic powers and foresee the future. Like most people of their time 
they believed in angels and demons, thought of diseases as possession by evil spir- 
its and tried to exorcise these by magical formulas; from their ‘secret doctrine’ 
came some parts of the Cabala. They looked for the coming of a Messiah who 
would establish a communistic egalitarian Kingdom of Heaven on earth; ...they 
were ardent pacifists and refused to make implements of war.” 

The Romans wiped them out. 

Well, so the contents of the Qumran scrolls would contain all the elements 
I've been entertaining in my mind, and scrolls equals books and the Essenes were 
into prophecy, or anyhow wanted to be. It’s all there: the numbers (Pythagorean- 
ism), the weird semi-words (Cabala). This is exactly what Jim Pike was into, there- 
fore. All of the above. See, Claudia? 

The Essenes sent teachers to the various cities; these teachers concealed 
their Essene background and training. Jesus Christ is the best known example (the 
Qumran scrolls indicate he was indeed a “secret Essene”). Another example 
would be Apollonius of Tyana (died 98 A.D.). Look him up, Claudia; you'll see 
what I mean. These Essene secret teachers fanned out into the Roman Empire 
and so-to-speak subverted it with their doctrines. After the Essene Community 
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was wiped out around 70 A.D. such secret teachers as Apollonius of Tyana contin- 
ued to spread their doctrines. These underlie—covertly—our world. 

Nobody knew the source of these teachings until the Qumran Scrolls were 
recently found; no wonder Jim Pike and other theologians went out crazy with 
excitement—saw Christianity in an entirely new light. It isn’t a Jewish heresy but 
based on the sources | quote from Will Durant above. And they were into cypher 
(Cabala) and prophecy—and lots & lots of what probably are prophetic books 
(the scrolls). 

And since Jim’s death many more’ve been dug up and translated (which also 
means decyphered). Query: If the Essenes were successful prophets, not just trying 
and failing, did they anticipate their being wiped out, and anticipate leaving their 
entire doctrines and views and information as sort of time-bombs which would 
remain hidden until today? It is possible. Very possible, I think. They hid all their 
stuff to be found later—much later. Once more to be reintroduced into the world, 
as it was—their original effect on our world—fading out, finally. To revive it. 

Jesus Christ, Claudia. Doesn't this fit together? | know it’s true; | mean, | 
know now that what I’ve been seeing which | assumed was many sources, many 
doctrines, was and is the worldview and knowledge, the gnosis and secret wisdom 
of the Essenes who favorably informed and educated and directed and influenced 
society from 2 A.D. on, and even before. A synthesis of all the really useful stuff 
from the Antique Classical Past—now alive again, e.g. in my head at night; it’s in 
my head because I was Jim’s friend and so forth, as I’ve said. From the Qumran 
Scrolls he got all this synthesis of the wisdom of Antiquity and then he died and 
then he “came across” to me and so now I’ve got it. 

I think I’m putting the pieces together, the final ones. For God’s sake Claudia 
be cautious with who you discuss this, if you do at all with anyone. I’m being so 
super careful as to whom I’m telling this to—in all candor, just you and my wife; 
other people like Jamis even, and Peter Fitting and so forth—just fragments. I’m 
not kidding. Be careful. 

It’s adding up and it spooks me, for obvious reasons. As | nail it down | get 
more and more frightened, but then I calm down and feel very relaxed because it’s 
such wise stuff, such good stuff that’s coming to me at night. Last night, for exam- 
ple, I heard her (you know, my anima, the sibyl), singing along with a choir: 


You must put your slippers on 
To walk toward the dawn. 


With advice like that, how can | lose? (Seriously, she did sing that, but what 
it means I| have no idea. | don’t even own any slippers. Two nights ago | dreamed 
about the Goddess Aurura, who is the Greek Goddess of the Dawn. I sure have 
odd nights.) 


Love, 


Phil 
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[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 23, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


The mystery deepens. Last night as I was falling asleep I heard, during the 
hypnagogic intervening period when I hear all these Greek words, the following: 

“The Ripidon Society.” And then a large older-type black woman said, “Mr. 
Carlysle.” And I heard the word “celeste.” 

Today I looked it all up. Rhipidos is Greek for fan. The -on suffix is the neu- 
ter ending; the -os is masculine. So it means “The Fan Society.” Celeste comes 
from the Latin word meaning “the heavens, or the vault of heaven, or heavenly.” 
Before that was the Greek word meaning the same and also the deity herself of 
the heavens. 

I was sure “ripidon” wasn’t a real word, certainly not a Greek word, so | 
didn’t look it up until late afternoon. It really scared me to find that like the other 
words it is indeed Greek, and forms no part of any English word we ever use con- 
structed out of the Greek. 

The previous Greek word I heard during my hypnagogic period was “psy- 
chrop.” It means something that is cold or perhaps the first part of a word mean- 
ing “liking cold.” So I have seven or eight for sure Greek words obtained— 
snatched from, so to speak—my hypnagogic states. I repeat, I have no knowledge 
of Greek in my background. 

Also the other night while going to sleep I saw a helmeted female face, very 
strong, and heard the word “Minerva.” The only “Minerva” I ever heard of was 
my 7th grade math teacher, Minerva Piatt. Anyhow I looked it up, and Minerva is 
the Roman goddess who defends the Republic, like Pallas Athene of Greece. She 
did wear just such helmets as I saw her wearing. 

And more to me meaningless numbers: 112181, then the sacred word spelled 
FLEA but not our word “flea” the bug, and then clear as day the word Zoroaster. 
After that, psychrop, followed by a page from a large book of abbreviations focus- 
ing on the important abv: op. It wasn’t the usual meaning (opposite, opera, opus), 
so | looked it up; it’s the Latin words signifying the Dominican Order. 

I’m convinced there really is a society called the Ripidon Society (could be 
spelled Rhipidon, but I doubt it). In my head | have an impression that it’s a 
bunch of ethnic guys getting together to play cards for money illegally, with that 
posh cover name, maybe back in the ’30s. Don’t know how I can prove it. On the 
other hand it could be an occult organization or not even exist. I'm sort of choos- 
ing the Golden Mean; it exists but it’s just a sort of Greek poker-playing club. 

Another thing that occurs to me, Claudia, is that somehow there may be a 
rational (sic) explanation for all this ... my total change in personality plus these 
foreign-language, numbers and cypher print out experiences. By “rational” | 
mean simple and ordinary, like they’re buried memories filtering up of a time 
when— 
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When | lived in 

During 

And was 

I also realized today that the three really overpowering dreams I’ve had in my 
life, two of which I’ve put into novels already and the third I intend to, have these 
elements in common: 

(one) They are situated in Rome. 

(two) Someone, myself in fact, is dying in a very dreadful and frightening 
way. The first dream came to me around 1963; I put it in MARTIAN TIME-SLIP 
Then the posse dream | put in FLOW MY TEARS which came to me in late 
1970. And then a dream around February of this year which was quite like the 
original dream of circa 1963. 

In my opinion the explanation for all that’s happened to me is that I’ve been 
imprisoned in Rome, as a Christian, probably well-educated, tormented and 
unwilling to die, and now I’ve managed not to die but managed to escape from 
Rome; | did this by traveling through to this transmigrated life, leaving Rome and 
coming here to live on in this society at this time. 

Oddly, this explanation would account for more of what I’ve had happen to 
me and felt subjective and learned ala LSD and ESP and so forth than any other 
single explanation. 

Anyhow, Claudia, I wonder if, were you to have the time and opportunity 
(sounds like statutory rape) if you’re near any appropriate reference books, say at 
the univ. or college, could you see if you can find any mention now or at any previ- 
ous time of a “Ripidon Society,” and if by any outside chance you do, could you let 
me know? 

In closing I'll add this, in case I never did before. The Greek physician 
Asklepios, the founder of Western medicine, “healed his patients by giving them 
wise medical advice in their sleep.” Also ] read that it is thought the sanitaria 
physicians of Askelios had discovered hypnosis (this from a source other than 
for the prior item above). A sanitarium still exists today in Greece where priests 
of the Greek Orthodox Church “heal patients as their forebears were healed 
2,600 years ago.” 

After I read this it occurred to me that the white haired old man with the 
beard in my dream in FLOW MY TEARS is probably not of the Roman Catholic 
Church, as I’d been supposing, but the Greek Orthodox; it came to me that he 
may be a patriarch or whatever—beards are worn today in the Greek Orthodox 
Church and not in the Roman Catholic. Since the hypnotic dream-period wise 
advice healing practices of Asklepios from antiquity are still practiced today, then 
here we’re dealing with an actuality, not a myth, and in our own time; and the ill 
person hears wise healing advice in his sleep ...and probably sees wise healing 
writing, as I’ve been. This is very, very close, is it not, Claudia? 

After Asklepios’ own time, Pythagoreans entered his cult, and the two 
sources of wisdom were combined. And | already told you that according to myth, 
that although beyond doubt Askelios was an actual person, it was believed his 
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father was Apollo, he (Asklepios) was slain by a Cyclops, and his stepmother was 
the Cumaean sibyl. 

When I read this I asked myself who I’d known in my life who was Greek 
born. My second wife Kleo was Greek; both her mother and father were born in 
Greece and migrated to San Francisco. Her father, who died around 1959, was a 
physician and surgeon. He barely spoke English, and so | had little to do with him 
when I| knew him. However, from what Kleo told me I know that he was a high 
official in some sort of mystic organization (the Freemasons, perhaps), and played 
cards a lot. His wife, who I’m sure is deceased by now, was an incredibly educated 
scholar of Attic Greek and the mysteries, religion and gnosis and wisdom and 
knowledge and everything else of Greece; she was by far the most accomplished 
linguist I ever knew, and at the time Kleo and I separated, her mother was teach- 
ing me Anglo-Saxon. Naturally, both Alexandra and Emmanuel, Kleo’s parents, 
were Greek Orthodox in their formal religion. They liked me a lot, especially Alex- 
andra, but for the first year of the marriage they didn’t speak to either Kleo or me 
because I wasn’t Greek. 

Maybe their souls have entered me, or just the old doctor’s. But I sense the 
presence inside me of a wise and shrewd man capable of dealing adequately with 
real problems which I’ve had but never been able to cope with, and, hovering 
around me at night in sleep, a female spirit of great classic erudition. 

Well, my stylus is getting cold and the wax is hardening, not to mention the 
fact that my feathers are falling off and are piled all over the floor in an unsightly 
mess, so I will sign off for today, mea amica. Scribe, sic? 


Amor, 


Phil 


[TO LAWRENCE ASHMEAD] July 24, 1974 
Dear Larry, 


Thanks for letting me know who's replaced Diane Cleaver. I must say | regret 
the difficulty between me and Diane over FLOW MY TEARS. Perhaps, since she 
will be out here on the West Coast in San Francisco, I’ll be able to meet her at 
last, since I'll be up there to pick up my little daughter one of these days. At the 
time of the Nebula Awards on the phone I told her I’d buy her a drink. Maybe | 
still can. 

You know, Larry, I was very disappointed about the small advance for A 
SCANNER DARKLY, the very fine novel after FLOW MY TEARS. Scott (who 
by the way I discharged as my agent this month, after over twenty-two years) 
told me at the time of the sale to you that although the novel was better than 
anything I’d ever done before, he could not get a better advance because 
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would sell. 

I’ll level with you, Larry, since we’ve been friends and in business together for 
ten years. It has been my intention to ask you if I can buy back A SCANNER 
DARKLY from Doubleday—first because of the trouble over TEARS, which |] 
don’t want to see happen with SCANNER, and second because of the small 
advance. It won't take very much money from me to do so, since there’s an 
accrual of royalties on TEARS which | can apply against my advance on SCAN- 
NER; the fact that the advance was so slight makes it very easy to buy the novel 
back, as does the excellent sales-figure on TEARS with its by today’s standards 
small royalty, that is, small royalty advance. 

But I really don’t want to leave Doubleday, which is what that would mean, 
as I’m sure you're aware. | already have the name of another editor at another 
house who is said to be someone who would very likely want SCANNER; his 
name was given me by an editor who was terribly upset at all that befell TEARS 
and wanted to help me. In the beginning (I sound like the Bible) I had a whole 
bunch of reasons for wanting to buy SCANNER back, but a lot of water has 
gone over the dam or under the bridge or however you Yanks say it, and now | 
really have only one reason: I know the advance, $2,500, is too low and | should 
get more, can easily get more, in view of the excellent sales in hardback of 
TEARS plus the many Nebula recommendations it’s gotten already plus the 
good reviews plus all the discussion about it plus the good publicity in the s-f 
field about SCANNER. 

Recently a s-f writer | know told me of getting a $10,000 advance on a 
hardback sale. I might point out that in the U.K. there was a mini-auction on 
TEARS; I got three times for it that I got for my previous sale, A MAZE OF 
DEATH. Also, I’ve received a great deal of PR coverage recently—to list two 
Doubleday books, in Norman Spinrad’s MODERN SCIENCE FICTION and in 
THE BILLION YEAR SPREE of Brian Aldiss. Plus the interview in Vertex. 
Something like thirteen (!) of my older books have been reissued and right now 
are in print in the U.S. I genuinely feel that my career is on the upswing, and 
although this is not an ethical thing for me to do, to sound my own trumpet, | 
do believe it, from what I read and hear and also, very much also, for what | 
intend to write, plan to write, and did write in TEARS and even more so in 
SCANNER. I’m sure you've read some of the reviews of TEARS such as the 
one in Psychology Today. You know, Larry, that my work never received such a 
good press as this before. 

Proof of this can be found in the fact that, for example, I’ve been asked to be 
Guest of Honor at the Worldcon if it’s held in Montreal in ’77. ] was to have been 
the Guest of Honor at the Westercon this year in Santa Barbara, but ill health pre- 
vented me from being there. Even so, I got a lot of press stuff from the publicity 
about me. 

Although it’s not a U.S. publication, the London Daily Telegraph Magazine 
did an in-depth interview-study of me in their July 19, 1974 issue. I’m the most 
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esteemed s-f U.S. author in France, and I’m doing better and better in the U.K. 
Right now | am at work on a sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, at last. 
Its working title is VALISYSTEM A, which means “Vast Active [Living] Intelli- 
gence System” A. Bob Mills will be taking it to market for me. Berkley Books 
has reissued MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE and many college courses in s-f are 
using it. Science Fiction Studies will this fall bring out an issue devoted to me and 
Mrs. Le Guin. 

I say all this because I don’t want to leave Doubleday and I’ve been stewing 
and stewing and here’s what I’d like to propose. Since to me the main issue 
regarding SCANNER deals with the small advance, not on what I expect to 
befall it, like TEARS, after it comes out, then | propose that rather than me buy- 
ing SCANNER back from Doubleday I would like the contract renegotiated. I’d 
frankly like a larger advance. Certainly there should be no valid objection from 
Doubleday to this, since TEARS earned far over its advance. Correct? And in 
my opinion there is no possibility whatsoever that SCANNER will fail to sell. It 
should do much better than TEARS, in fact. And I’m sure, if you read the out- 
line or the five chapters I’ve sent on to you, you'll agree. (I sound like an agent. 
Well, I always believed SCANNER was an outta sight novel and never pre- 
tended otherwise.) 

Larry, | have to make long range plans. I’ve got a year-old baby and wife and 
new life and I’m into this sequel, finally, to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE— 
good lord, I’ve been trying to come up with an idea good enough for a sequel for 
over ten years. This is the dream of a decade. 

I’ve told Bob Mills, my new agent, that I’m proposing to Doubleday to buy 
back SCANNER. However, I beg you to consider this compromise: renegotiation 
for a fairer advance, and | stay with Doubleday. Or maybe you don’t want me. | 
don’t know ...it seems to me that I’ve written some intrinsically good novels for 
you, and, with the sales of TEARS, as you had anticipated with me, finally you 
must be making some money on me at last, with prospects for more in future nov- 
els, SCANNER and then VALISYSTEM A. 

In my opinion the mere fact that VALISYSTEM A is a sequel to MAN IN 
THE HIGH CASTLE will help bring in sales. A sequel to a Hugo winning novel 
should be good news to your business people. 

This is I guess a sort of macho letter but on the good side it’s honest and it 
does propose a way by which we can continue our relationship in a fashion that | 
feel fair to me. Back when $2,500 was advanced on SCANNER I had to admit 
that sales-wise TEARS was an unknown quantity, although I myself knew in my 
heart that it would sell very well. I just couldn't prove it. Now I can. Isn’t it fair, 
then, for me to make this proposal, on this basis? Not that I need more money— 
we all do and I always did—and not even that I can get more money if I buy it 
back; but that the unknown factor, sales on TEARS, is in, now, and justice dic- 
tates to Doubleday that they renegotiate with that clear good sales-record in their 
possession. There is no gamble re SCANNER now as there was then; | should not 
now, as I had to then, pay a penalty for TEARS being yet unreleased. 
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Why should I pay a penalty on TEARS when it has sold almost 5,000 hard- 
back copies? If | brought SCANNER to you now, with that sales-record fact in 
your possession, couldn’t you honestly get me a better advance, a fairer advance, 
on SCANNER? And SCANNER is a hell of a better novel than TEARS: I know 
it. And it'll sell like hell. 

Please let me know, Larry. And | hope all goes well. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO ISA HACKETT] July 24, 1974 


Dear Isa, 

Thank you for the letter and the picture! You certainly look pretty. Do you 
have any more pictures to send me? 

Here are three more pictures for you, although they’re not too good. I'll have 
some better ones soon that I can send. Also, I sent away for 12 issues of Children’s 
Playcraft magazine for you. I’m sending you the ad with this letter, so you can see 
what it'll be like. 

Did you get the other things I sent you? The Marlo Thomas book? The big 
bridge? The pictures? The Eastercard? Your birthday present? Pretty soon, too, you 
should be getting the set of kids’ books. And also, Isa, I sent you two five dollar 
bills in different letters; did they come? 

Isa, dear, | miss you very much. And I hope to see you soon and bring you 
down here to stay for a while anyhow at the least. I know you'll like it down here, 
although in some ways it’s not as pretty as Marin County. But I’m hoping that we 
all can move up north to Oregon where we can have a ranch or a farm and have 
animals, especially large animals like a HORSE! Tessa has made me promise to get 
her a horse, because she used to have one and she rides very well. We hope to 
have a goat, too, and chickens and ducks. Would you like that, to be where 
there’re a lot of animals? 

I miss animals. All we have right now is Mr. Pinky, our cat. He’s okay, but 
he’s not much compared with a horse or goat. 

Well, Isa dear, please write me and take care of yourself. Always remember 
that your Daddy loves you and he thinks about you all the time, night and day, 
and prays God he’ll see you and have you with him again. Your Daddy loves Jesus, 
too, and prays to Jesus to bring you and him together again once more, like it used 
to be. 


Love, 


Daddy 
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(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 24, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I will Xerox the Philip Purser in-depth interview with me that just appeared 
in the London Daily Telegraph magazine. Then you can see what a nitwit I appear 
to be to foreigners. Mr. Purser in his interview notes that when Tessa brings me 
some eggs to eat I offer him some (not out of the same dish, just, “Would you like 
some?”). I] guess that’s odd behavior. Eggs, too, are funny, evidently, since he com- 
ments on that. “He is seen to be eating eggs,” or words to that effect. You'll see, 
once we get it to you. 

We also change the baby in the living room, right before the eyes of Mr. Purser. 
He doesn’t realize that our nanny is out on the street peddling her ass to raise 
money to pay our bills. I didn’t think to tell him. It’s just as well. 

Our nanny does a pretty good job. We’re doing okay financially these days. 

Anyhow, back to my obsession (you know which one; are there more than 
one?). Last night I woke up with an acute feeling of resentment and the scales fall- 
ing from my eyes and my illusions shot to hell. | had been talked to four times 
already that night by Asklepios and several people with him, and all at once I dis- 
covered that he was telling me the usual amount of half-truths and lies and opin- 
ions like anyone else. He was just a human being; the bunch of them standing 
there—I had seen them off to the right, in a sort of phalanx, with Asklepios in 
front doing most or all of the talking—and | had been listening to them and I now 
knew they weren't gods and what they said, especially him, wasn’t holy writ. 

Lying there in bed fully awake I thought, Well that is the end of all this. I’ve 
seen them and they’re just people. Same as us. 

I was very disappointed, and today when I was having my eggs in the living 
room and waiting to see what our nanny brought in—and who—] decided not to 
tell Tessa what happened in the night because it was such a bummer. Just people. 
Burn! 

And then it came to me that | had actually seen them in the night, they were 
there, they did talk to me on and on, in particular Asklepios, and I was right: 
there were a bunch of them. They were not very formidable, and | felt like a kid 
who discovers to his shocked dismay that his parents are no different from anyone 
else: with, so to speak, feet of clay. Also, |] now knew who it was who was address- 
ing me on and on; it is Asklepios, the founder of Western medicine back in 600 
B.C. He lacks modern medical techniques, medicine, equipment and knowledge; 
his practice hasn't evolved one bit. To make up for his lacks, I guess, he has to fake 
it a lot. 


Love, and write any time. 


Phil 
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[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 24, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Claudia! Another letter! Guess what about! 

I forgot—how could ]?—to relate to you a dream I had the other night; see, 
the purpose of relating it is to show how many myth elements from Antiquity can, 
with a little effort, be disclosed. 

I’m with a bunch of people in an elevator. There is, oddly, an elevator opera- 
tor (we don’t have those in real life ever any more, at least where I’ve been living 
the last 20 years); he’s a small man, with olive skin and black curly short hair and 
large eyes, the way people are depicted in the Roman mosaics. He’s wearing a 
brown cop uniform and is in complete charge. To his right, by the modern 
extremely heavy doors of the elevator,is what looks like a pile of spaghetti with 
tomato sauce; sticking down into it is a fork. The elevator stops and | step forward 
to leave, but before you leave, what you have to do is extricate the fork from the 
pile of spaghetti, which I begin to do. But | discover it’s a three pronged trident, 
not a fork, and it isn’t spaghetti, it is a pile of reddish yarn. As I pull, threads come 
with the trident. [11/25/76: Ariadne & Theseus—noration added to carbon copy by 
PKD] 

The cop at once begins in the most commanding and frightening authority- 
type voice to explain that the prongs of the trident must be brought free without 
breaking a strand of the thread; he speaks to all in the elevator. He shows me how 
to extricate the trident without breaking the strands, and then he begins in his 
firm commanding voice to recite rhymed verse. At this I know him to be that cop, 
the only one; he is the most awesome of them all, and we all fall totally silent and 
listen with humble, almost religious respect, to his verse. Then he touches the but- 
ton which opens the door. As | step through the now open portal | see the man 
behind me stoop down and start attempting to extricate the trident without break- 
ing the strands twined about its prongs. 

Then the next night | heard the woman singing the rhymed couplet about 
“You must put your slippers on / To walk toward the dawn,” with the full choir 
behind her, again & again & again. I said to Tessa after the elevator dream, “I 
guess I’m going to have to listen to some of her prophetic couplets.” And so | did. 

In the elevator dream | see these Classical Myth elements: 

The authority figure in charge of the “vessel” is the psychopomp, the guide of 
souls who leads them across (the Styx, etc.) to the Other Side. Charon is very 
strict. The thread, which may be Arachne’s or Ariadne’s, must not be broken. If it 
is Ariadne’s, then the trident is the sword which she gave Theseus along with the 
thread to guide him out of the Labyrinth; if he broke it, his life was over. (If the tri- 
dent is that of Poseidon then it is evident where we are in the dream; | quote from 
GODS & HEROES OF THE GREEKS, p. 12: “...they cast lots and Zeus got 
heaven, Poseidon the sea and Hades the underworld.” Both Poseidon and Hades 
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appear then in the dream of the elevator, which is far down in the “lower floors, 
with darkness outside, as with a basement level,” and the trident. I see three 
myths right there, with the trident sticking into the “strands which must not be 
broken,” and then the guide who recites verse indicates that we are in the pres- 
ence of prophecy, of an oracle. Also, the spaghetti tells us we’re in that part of the 
world. Plus the olive-colored skin and eyes of the “cop.” 

I looked all the citations up just now; and there is another thing which is star- 
tling, | mean beyond how many myth-sources unknown to me seem involved. 

The morning after I had this dream | received a letter from my friend Philip 
José Farmer, in which he wrote: 

“,.. You're among the most imaginative of men, Phil. Have you tried to use 
that imagination to figure a way out of the situation? ((l.e. regarding my little 
daughter.)) Think in other categories, as Ouspensky ((the famous mystic)) said; 
use your unconventional mind as if it were the powerful tool which it indeed is. 
You're in the labyrinth, but your Ariadne’s thread is your imagination.” 

I think I mentioned a more recent dream about doubledomed men with 
rather golden skin—huge egg-shaped craniums, very fierce and formidable and 
decisive, with an enormous yearbook type book “which you can’t get right now 
because it’s not available.” Last night, with sudden fear, | broke through the mem- 
ory block about that dream; in it one of those doubledomed golden skinned men 
opened a huge cyclops eye which at once, as with the cyclops sibyl, shoved his reg- 
ular two eyes aside. He wasn’t looking at me, thank god, but it so scared me that 
when | woke up | couldn’t remember that. Last night when | did remember, the 
image from the dream was so vivid that I thought, I actually thought, that maybe | 
hadn't dreamed it, | had actually seen a cyclops such as this during the day, in real- 
ity. Only by a priori reasoning, that this was not possible, did ] deduce it therefore 
had to have been in the dream. 

In a frenzy of hysteria I told Tessa that I believed that these were not people | 
was seeing. Not people like us talking to me in my sleep and healing & educating 
me, but another race entirely (you know, like the saucer people talk about: “a 
superior race from Outer Space, Immortal and All-Knowing, Who Guide Us.”). 
But then, as | relate in my other letter (there’s always another letter) of this date | 
tell how last night I was disappointed to be shown that it’s only Asklepios and 
friends, and they’re all too human. So acute terror gave way to keen disappoint- 
ment. 

I’m sure that Asklepios & friends are concerned that | not freak. This must 
be a perpetual risk in matters of this kind, where they surface and start curing & 
guiding & improving a person. The person, understandably, goes bananas and 
climbs the drapes, hiding up there with eyes bugged out like grapes. First of all it 
interferes with the therapy, but worse than that it defeats the entire purpose of it, 
which is to make the person balanced, sound and sane, rational and calm and in 
harmony & proportion within and with the outside world, so he can take any- 
thing. If he can’t take the healing, then we have a sad irony; the therapy to make 
him sane causes him to go insane. 
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These last experiences at night, first the rhymed couplet about “you have to 
put your slippers on / To walk toward the Dawn,” is a very complex but very effec- 
tive way of reassuring me. The voice was quiet and somewhat motherly, and famil- 
iar (in the dream | thought it was Olivia Newton-John, and who could be scared 
of her?). Also, my associations which have filtered through after absorbing the 
couplet are in a similar vein. “You have to put your slippers on” is what your 
mama says to you before you and the other little children sit down around her in a 
circle, at night before you go to bed, to hear the story she is going to tell you; ir 
suggests safety and also the peace and quiet, the alpha state you get into, before 
she starts her soothing tale. And of course it’s soothing, dummy, because you're all 
going to bed and no mama would tell you anything scary before you went to bed. 
Another association that comes to me is that you, as that little child about to hear 
the soothing tale, put your slippers on—not to walk anywhere; slippers aren’t for 
walking—but to keep your feet warm, which could be decyphered as, “You must 
not have cold feet,” which again decyphered means, “Don’t be scared; you must 
not be scared or you can’t walk toward the Dawn” which itself is a metaphor for 
“moving toward enlightenment,” quite evidently. It’s a riddle. As kids would have 
no trouble interpreting; it’s really very easy, for a riddle. 

The Nice Lady: What’s meant by (and she recites the couplet)? 

Children (all together excitedly) I know! I know! “Sit around and be quiet 
and listen and you'll learn something!” 

I’m sure of this, Claudia. They, Asklepios and his gang, were aware | was get- 
ting freaked (I do a lot of that, but it’s understandable, probably happens often) 
and set about calming me down. 

I had another very short odd dream; a woman, so close to me that she 
blended into me momentarily, was weeping unconscionably, because a man was 
leaving her...he was swimming away. In context with the prior dreams | could 
take the chance of inferring that I was seeing ol’ Poseidon once more, this time 
leaving either Athene, Medusa (before she got ugly; Poseidon knocked her up and 
Athene, in rage, made her ugly) or Demeter whom Poseidon knocked up and they 
had a horse for an offspring. At that moment | was so close to the woman—or she 
to me—that I felt her intense suffering, and compared them to my own when 
Nancy and Isa left me; she was crying much more loudly, and somewhat in a Medi- 
terranean way, if | may say so; sort of, you know, clothes-renting. Greekish. 

Yesterday I asked Tessa what she thought was going on. “They’re disclosing 
the Mysteries to you,” she said. “The Elysian Mysteries.” Since the E.Ms were 
based on secret rituals to Demeter, then maybe Tessa is right. My sibyl is a 
chthonic deity: Demeter for instance. 


Love, 
Phil 
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(TO JANNICK STORM] July 25, 1974 


Dear Jannick, 


I've got your July 16 letter in which you ask about three expressions in 
FLOW MY TEARS. 

p. 60. “maybe a bird down.” In America today we have the expression “put 
down,” which means having been insulted, or so badly put down that one is “shot 
down,” which means totally destroyed (this means the same here as “wiped out”). 
From this current expression I foresaw the theoretical evolution to “a bird down,” 
since it is evident that “shot down” refers to a bird which has been hit by a hunter 
using a gun. 

p. 64. “freeber.” Derived from “freeway,” out of our older expression, “right 
down the pipe” or “...old pipe.” It means, quite obviously, perfectly aimed dead- 
center so as to travel all the way. (In the character’s case, producing a wipe-out.) 

p. 138. “a Mutt and Jeff.” In the old comic pages here, there existed a strip 
named “Mutt and Jeff,” two guys who were always together in everything they did, 
and always discussing everything they did in unison. From this, in current police 
work, it is customary to use this term, “a Mutt and Jeff,” or, “a Mutt and Jeff act,” 
when two policemen while interrogating a suspect alternate so that one appears to 
be the suspect’s friend, the other his enemy. In actuality, the two policemen arbi- 
trarily assign each of themselves the role of friend or enemy; the “friend” will say, 
for instance, “Listen, if you tell me, I’ll help you get off; you can trust me,” and if 
that does no good, then his team mate comes in doing the other part of the act, 
saying angrily to the suspect, “All right, he was too soft on you; I'll really make you 
talk.” 

You may be interested to know, Jannick, that | had that worked on me in 
early 1972 by two cops, and even though I’d written this novel already, except for 
the final draft, I didn’t realize until I’d gotten home that they'd used a “Mutt and 
Jeff’ act on me. It’s standard with cops; I used to see it on the TV program Drag- 
net, long ago. 

Now. You ask about obtaining an American flag. I'll try to get you one—I’m 
sure | can—but how large did you want it, and how fancy? They go from cheap lit- 
tle cotton things to huge silk ones as large as a building. If perhaps you could let 
me know the purpose you want to put it to... 

There are, as I’m sure you discovered, other new words which I made up in 
the book. Evidently you could deduce the meaning of the others, such as: 

p. 119. “scan” A man who preys sexually on children. 

p. 121. “floogle” This is a uniquely strong word, based on nothing, meant to 
indicate absolute scathing wrath. If you translate it into a Danish equivalent, 
make it a term of anger and disgust together; by using it, he has dismissed her as a 
person forever. 


THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK Dil 3 


Now and then the characters use the term “hard by,” which means “exactly 
right.” 

Mary Anne Dominic drives a flipflap; this is a cheaper form of transporta- 
tion, for the poor. The authorities and well-to-do people pilot quibbles. (You'll 
note on page 31 that to drive a quibble you get a different license, for instance; it’s 
a different vehicle.) 

There is one short section—besides the ending which I did mention as hav- 
ing been painstakingly and carefully written—which | wrote over and over again 
until I felt 1 had it exactly right. | would request, if possible, chat your translation 
of this small section be terse and careful in terms of its word-choice, so as to not 
make it too dramatic. It begins on page 109: Ruth Rae said, “Hard by. Anyhow, he 
adored the cats” etc., to the top of page 111 when Jason says, “Then why is love 
so good?”, whereupon the text returms to its ordinary quality. 

This short section about the rabbit who liked to play with the cats and was 
attacked by the dog is a story a woman told me (it was Kirsten Nelson, a Norwe- 
gian woman, the wife of Ray Nelson who was my collaborator in THE 
GANYMEDE TAKEOVER) about her own rabbit; the story is true and | tried to 
capture the quiet, calm and unemotional way this fine woman told me this, about 
a rabbit whom she loved more than almost anyone in the world. After I’d written 
the book | found out from her, on the phone, that oddly enough, the rabbit had 
died in almost the way I described; it had suffered a heart attack, and on the car- 
trip to the vet's it had succumbed. And, as | said in the book, she had cried for 
days. I saw the rabbit once, and it was exactly as she described and | described. 

| thought it was the most touching story I’d ever heard, and absolutely com- 
plete. And it expressed the tender idea that I wanted to express so much in 
FLOW MY TEARS. Actually, I'd finished the first draft, heard Kirsten tell the 
story, and then wrote it and inserted it. 

My next book is held up because I am trying to renegotiate my contract with 
Doubleday to get a larger advance. As to what you might do next year, there’s no 
chance that my next one, ASCANNER DARKLY, will be available. MARTIAN 
TIME-SLIP has been bought by Brian Aldiss in a fancy, expensive classic & classy 
edition in England; that novel, in both his opinion and mine, is really just about 
my best, I think better than A MAZE OF DEATH. But it would be very hard to 
translate, although I'd be glad to give you a hand; that would probably make it 
possible. 

By the way—the July 19th magazine of the London Daily Telegraph just did a 
fine interview with me; do you get that? 

I note from your letter that you are just now reading my old novel THE 
CRACK IN SPACE; oddly, that is dedicated to Kirsten Nelson whom | men- 
tioned above. It’s a small world. 

I guess I told you that FLOW MY TEARS has sold in its Doubleday hard- 
back edition about 5,000 copies, which is twice what any novel of mine sold hard- 
back before. That’s why I’m trying to renegotiate on A SCANNER DARKLY. 


I agree with your declining interest in our “Lord and Ogre society,” feeling 
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the same way. Most of my time is spent with my wife and my year old baby Christo- 
pher and our cat. My interests, in addition to writing, have slowly become religion 
and music and food and good beer. We see fewer and fewer people, finding the life 
too hectic and overstimulating here in Southern California; I’ve by-and-large 
stopped my public speaking and lecturing. It’s our hope to move to the country 
and have animals and land. Little Christopher, as Tessa says, thinks dirt is spe- 
cial—i.e. for holidays only. 

Let me know about the flag, and if these additional comments etc. on the 
novel help you. 


With warm regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO LOUISE ZIMMERMAN] July 25, 1974 


Dear Ms. Zimmerman: 


Forgive me for writing to you, since you do not know me, although you may 
know of my published writing. | am a science fiction writer who has published 
something like thirty-three books and many stories, given speeches, etc. I say this 
only to introduce myself, not to take credit for having accomplished anything. 
Also, I was a personal friend of the late James A. Pike; I was formerly married to 
the [step]daughter of his close friend and secretary Maren Bergrud who died in 
1967 while with Jim in Santa Barbara. | also knew Jim., Jr, but only slightly. My 
former wife Nancy and | helped Jim and Maren prepare evidence of Jimmy “com- 
ing through” from the other side, which as you perhaps know went into Jim’s 
book, THE OTHER SIDE. If you wish to check this out you will find both me and 
my former wife Nancy given mention in the preface to that volume. 

My having personally witnessed actual manifestations of Jimmy “coming 
through” from beyond the grave has been my only exposure to psychic or occult 
phenomena. In my own science fiction writing | do not tend to deal with such 
matters, although | do deal quite frequently with theology. More so in fact than 
any other science fiction author. My 1969 novel, for example, A MAZE OF 
DEATH, published by Doubleday, studies a future world where “God manifests 
himself actually to people in trouble who need him.” There is a brief author’s fore- 
word in which I express my debt to Jim Pike for the theological material which | 
made use of in my novel. 

I obtained your name from Brad Steiger’s book REVELATION, THE 
DIVINE FIRE. I bought this book because of the title; it interested me because 
“the divine fire” came close as a description of what I went through last March 
and ever since have wanted to understand... with no idea at all as to whom to 
ask. Forgive me, please, if ] ask you. | really do not know where to go or whom to 
consult, and frankly I do not wish to open my mouth at high noon—for example 
by rushing into print, which would be easy for me, or discussing it in a speech— 
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because if it is what I think it is, then I should by all means be very cautious. | 
could, I believe, get into a lot of trouble. 

Briefly, for the last few years—really, since Jim’s tragic death out in the Dead 
Sea area of Israel... his widow Diane came by our house to tell us all about it, and 
showed us pictures, which tore our hearts apart—I’ve been ill and depressed. My 
marriage to Nancy broke up and my life went down hill. I left the Bay Area and 
flew to Canada at the invitation of the University of British Columbia, to lecture. 
After two months in Vancouver, during which | had such dreadful dreams that | 
attempted suicide, | flew down here to Southern California at the invitation of a 
professor at Cal State Fullerton. Shortly thereafter I remarried and began the 
attempt to work up to a happy and productive life again. (I had ceased writing 
entirely after Nancy and my little daughter left in 1970, had lost virtually all my 
possessions, money and friends, even my style of life; 1 had fallen almost to the bor- 
tom in all respects, and thus had quite a way up to go). 

My present marriage has been outwardly happy, in that I have a fine wife and 
lovely little baby, and am working again; this year Doubleday published my new 
novel FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID, and it’s selling better than 
any novel before. But inwardly I have remained unhappy and frightened, remem- 
bering the horrors of the past, unable to extricate myself from the nightmare of 
Jim’s death and Maren’s suicide and Jim Jr.’s suicide and then Nancy finally leav- 
ing me, taking my daughter—patterns of sorrow and shock, jolts which destroyed 
me that kept rising up in my mind at night, preventing me from sleeping: here 
with this new wife and this baby | lived most of my mental life in the dismal past, 
fearing that it would return. 

Then, in mid-March of this year, while lying in bed at night unable to sleep 
for the fifth night in a row, overwhelmed with dread and melancholy, I suddenly 
began seeing whirling lights which moved away at such a fast speed—and were 
instantly replaced—that they forced me into total wakefulness. For almost eight 
hours I continued to see these frightening vortexes of light, if that’s the word; they 
spun around and around, and moved away at incredible speed. What was most 
painful was the rapidity of my thoughts, which seemed to synchronize with the 
lights; it was as if | were moving, and the lights standing still—I felt as if 1 were rac- 
ing along at the speed of light, no longer lying beside my wife in our bed. My anxi- 
ety was unbelievable. 

One week later, under similar circumstances, | began at night to see light 
once more. But this time quite different. For one thing I had felt a tugging need to 
have what I called a “votive candle” going at all times in my bedroom, with no 
conscious idea why; also, | had gone about our apartment and had from things 
here and there fashioned a little shrine in the bedroom, before which I kept the 
small votive candle burning night and day. When, therefore, the next inexplicable 
incident took place, I was not frightened; the little votive candle reassured me, as 
did the placid face of the 150-year-old wooden figure of a saint which had come 
from the Philippines. 

This time I saw perfectly formed modem abstract paintings, which I later 
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identified from art books as being of the type Kandinsky developed. There were lit- 
erally hundreds of thousands of them; they replaced each other at dazzling speed, 
being visible just long enough (like the freeze frame TV process you see in the 
Heinz 57 Varieties ad) for me to discern them, then giving way to the next. Each 
picture was in bold color, and absolutely harmoniously balanced; I noticed that. 
No matter what shapes in what sizes had been drawn, each graphic was perfection 
itself in terms of the principles of modern art. I did recognize the styles of Paul 
Klee and one or two of Picasso's various periods. At the time I thought, “I could 
not possibly have hundreds of thousands of absolutely terrific moder art pictures, 
as good as any ever exhibited, in my head, more than any artist—more than all 
the modern art pictures that exist put together.” So I spent over eight hours enjoy- 
ing one of the most beautiful and exciting and moving sights I’ve ever seen, con- 
scious that it was a miracle. I wished there was some way to hook a TV camera up 
inside my optical nerve, to patch into it or something, so these incredibly beautiful 
graphics could be preserved. | saw at least five styles represented, and all were of 
specific modern artists; each style was idiomatic, beyond a doubt. This again 
proved to me that my brain, my mind, my psyche—I was not the author of these 
graphics. The number alone proved that. 

In the following days I felt that I must have been the involuntary recipient of 
an ESP experiment. That was most likely. 1 knew the dazzling graphics had come 
to me from outside myself; I sensed that they had come from a great distance off; | 
sensed that they contained information and that somehow | was to respond. For 
over a month I sought ways of responding; I even wrote to an ESP lab in Lenin- 
grad, asking if they were involved in the long-range transmission by ESP of Mod- 
erm Art graphics. No response. After that 1 sort of shut up about it and began 
reading. 

Working by myself, in a total vacuum, with no background or experience or 
knowledge, I had only my hunches to go on. 

I was sure someone living was trying to communicate with me. | was sure it 
came from above—maybe from the sky. Especially the stars; | began to go out- 
doors at night to watch the stars, with the strong impression that information was 
coming from them. 

Then I discovered—well, I don’t want to write on and on forever, in case I’ve 
lost you. Let me say this: my view of the world around me was totally different; | 
saw in a deeply religious fashion: actually, | traced out with my eyes as I walked to 
the store the presence of God here and there, and understood all sorts of things 
about the vast and active process of continual creation. For me it was a new 
world, a fresh one. | also felt 1 was a different person, literally, that someone, a spe- 
cific person, a very shrewd man with enormous knowledge of religion, had taken 
me over. In little things it showed: I switched from drinking wine to beer. | 
cleaned our whole apartment, being suddenly determined to seek out health. | 
threw away pills and aircan sprays because | felt they were unhealthy; these were 
no theories which | believed in intellectually but the habits, the customs, of 
another person. | drove the car differently, reaching out for the airvent on the 
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wrong side of the steering column entirely. The way I margined my typed page 
changed. As if another man sat at my typewriter. Going to the phonebook I 
looked up groups whom I'd never thought of contacting and either wrote or 
phoned them. 

But to me, Ms. Zimmerman, the most eerie—and yet at the same time the 
most valid proof of what had happened, that indeed something real had hap- 
pened—were my continuing experiences while asleep. Soon after the eight-hour 
show of dazzling graphics I began to have what I do not think are dreams, since 
they are not like any dreams | have ever had or even read about. 

My first dream was of a baby cereal box, the back, on which | saw handwrit- 
ing and then printed information. The printed information told me which pills to 
throw away; I got up and did so, certain in my mind that the information was vital 
and valid. The handwriting, I realized the next day, was a woman’s. Nancy’s, my 
ex-wife’s. 

That was mid-March. Virtually every night, and when | nap during the day, I 
continue to see printed matter. Books, lined yellow-tablet pages, galley proofs—for 
example, an early one consisted of a friend named “Paul” in my dream holding up 
some galleys which turned out to be a soon-to-be-published book of prophecies by 
Jean Dixon. I began to read, and found a short, accurate description of my own 
state of affairs back during the days just after Nancy left me. 

Often the books are large, and bear occult markings on them, such as trian- 
gles and other geometric forms. One had on its cover a cowled face looking at me. 

Ms. Zimmerman, gradually the dreams began to give me more exact informa- 
tion; I began writing it down. There were sequences of what in the dreams were 
“phone numbers,” but none were familiar to me when | woke up. Also, there were 
photographs shown me of people I do not know, with bizarre names. | traced the 
names and found them to consist of somewhat garbled but authentic Sanskrit 
root-words. 

Later, beginning with the word syntonic, they passed over into Greek, which 
is easier for me to find in dictionaries (I have absolutely no knowledge or back- 
ground in Greek, and refused to look these “words” up for days, convinced they 
were neologisms). 

The Greek words (I am passing along rapidly, being a little frightened to be 
telling a person | don’t know all this) served as reference clues to look up specific 
areas of Classic Greek thought. These turned out to be Pythagoreanism—the San- 
skrit had led me to study the Brahman Period of India. ] found that the Greek 
words were only fragments of long discourses to me, in my sleep, in Greek. It was 
virtually always a woman who urged the books on me (one time the book held 
open before me was burned along all its edges), but it was a man who gave me the 
healing advice in Greek. 

Several dreams were frightening, but also illuminating; they showed me fig- 
ures from classical Roman and Greek myth, in particular a woman who was a 
cyclops who was watching, with her huge single eye, the affairs of men, and con- 
demning them to death for the evil they had done, as well as saving those good 
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men in peril. The female cyclops seemed to be a sibyl, capable of prophecy, and 
has from the first time I saw her clearly talked to me on and on about the world 
and about the affairs of men taking place in it. All this time the man, who] felt 
might be the Greek physician Asklepios, continued to heal me until all my ills are 
gone, both mental and physical, although when this first began, during the two 
weeks after the graphics, my blood pressure became so high that my doctor hospi- 
talized me. 

Two nights ago I saw these people clearly: a phalanx of them, with Asklepios 
the foremost, doing most of the talking. When I awoke I felt keen disappointment 
because they were only human beings from antiquity, and not “Beings From 
Another Cosmic Sphere,” as I had hoped. Their knowledge was only human 
knowledge, but at its best; it falls into very distinct sections, and yet comes 
together in one view: 

(one) The Zoroastrian Doctrine of the Lord of Light against the Master of 
the Lie. (This was a prime insight.) 

(two) The Logos as instrument of continual creation, which I saw going on 
around me at a furious rate. 

(three) Transmigration of souls, the veil of illusion or the Lie (which the Mas- 
ter of the Lie places between us and God’s world), the Ground of Being which we 
can touch within us and then link to its counterpart outside (Brahman). 

(four) Number as the basis of the universe (Pythagoras). 

(five) Balance and harmony: the virtues of Apollo, represented by the 
Golden Rectangle visually, by the healing practices of Asklepios. 

(six) The power of the sibyl’s prophecy and her concern for good men, her 
intervention to assist them when they falter; her mercy and kindness combined 
with Apollo’s good judgment and Asklepios’ healing, and the Iranian Dualism 
whereby man places himself at the disposal of the Lord of Light to bring about the 
victory against the Master of the Lie who occludes man’s reason and debases it 
with passion. 

(seven) Out of this, the moral doctrine of absolute honesty, and the pursuit 
of harmony and balance with all forces within and outside. And the recognition 
that the God within one can discern the God outside, and produce an ultimate 
harmony of everything. 

(eight) The world is good, God is good, but the world has been deformed. 
Knowledge and health are one. We are cut off from the God of Light by another 
god who really exists. And yet, although we can’t find the God of Light, he can 
seek us out and reach us. 

(nine) The outcome is assured; since the God of Light has total perfect 
knowledge of the future, he cannot err. He will win the game against the Dark 
Counterplayer. Virtue, truth, and joy lie in joining him and becoming part of the 
golden strands which distinguish his plays in the game. 

Now, you can see there is absolutely nothing new in what I have learned; my 
illumination is unusual only in the way I acquired it. | could have acquired the 
knowledge just as easily by going to the library —in fact on the basis of the clues 
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given me in my dreams I have done months and months of difficult research, to 
locate the fully articulated doctrines and theories alluded to. 

I myself am the sole person who knows that as I fall asleep as I enter the hyp- 
nagogic period my thoughts abruptly pass from English to Attic Greek, that ] 
dream about mythic figures that people 2,000 years ago believed in and probably 
experienced as real—just as I do now; I must admit that cyclopses are terrifyingly 
real to me, and | have expressed to my wife a fear probably unique in the modem 
world, one she has difficulty being sympathetic toward: that she, the cyclops, will 
look at me, whereupon I'll be destroyed (in each cyclops dream the male or female 
cyclops has carefully and deliberately avoided looking directly at me, thank god). 

However, I did acquire this interest, this knowledge, in an unusual way, 
although anyone could get it by long study of the proper reference books; what | 
got that one cannot acquire at the library is a totally new personality, so new and 
so different that I have sought for several months for another name for myself, if 
you will forgive me saying this. Subjectively I feel 1 am not the person who used to 
use this body, although I do have his memories; however, I do not apprehend the 
world as he did, nor have I his ills, his fears ...and what is most interesting, the 
sad misery of his past twelve years, twelve truly bitter and unhealthy and pointless 
years whose memory used to assail him night and day, prevent him from resting, 
drove him across the face of the earth—those twelve years although remembered 
are dim, as if learned about secondhand, from reference sources, not actually ever 
experienced. This to me is the most rewarding part; I used to pray that I could for- 
get the death of friends, and the madness of the living. | never knew which of the 
two was worse; lethe was what | wanted, and yet I wanted to live again, healthy. 
It’s happened, but how? 

Well, I have a theory, but then I tend to have many theories about all this, 
and I will express it to you at this point, hoping you will bear with me a little 
longer. God help me if I am not writing to the proper person. But I have to tell 
this. I’ve told only two people so far: my wife and a woman who is writing a 
master’s thesis on my work. I’ve been trying and trying to figure out whom to tell 
it to in addition: specifically someone who can advise me. I hope you can. 

In several of my dreams | am not myself, | am an older man, well-dressed, 
with many high denomination bills in his wallet, who is in charge of things, and in 
one dream he—I—go and talk to his, my, mother. It is Mrs. Chambers, Jim Pike’s 
mother. In these dreams | am James A. Pike. There is no doubt of it. 

Now you can see what I’ve been thinking and feeling all this time since mid- 
March. After Jim died I used to wonder if he’d “come through” to someone, but 
evidently he never did and I forgot about it long ago and tumed to other 
unhappinesses. After his death, although I carried a crucifix of his with me, | 
never had any sense he was with me. No “phenomena,” as Maren and Jim and | 
and Nancy called the manifestations of Jim Junior back in Santa Barbara. 

What I did the other day, which seemed to be a possible way of verifying this 
idea that it is Jim Pike who has “come across” to me “from the other side” was to 
see what I could find out about the Qumran Scrolls, which was Jim’s total passion 
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at the time of his death (i.e. the Dead Sea Scrolls of the Qumran Community, 
which was evidently an Essene group). I knew very little about them; Jim and I 
had talked quite a bit about them, but all he said was how astonishingly Zoroas- 
trian the Essenes were, rather than being a Jewish heresy. 

I discovered that the Essenes seemed to have compiled their attitude from 
the sources which I listed: Zoroastrian, Pythagorean, the Vedic Period of Old 
India, Buddhism, the Cynics of Greece, and their “secret writings formed the basis 
of the Medieval Cabala.” (It was published before the Qumran Scrolls were 
decyphered by John Allegro.) What unnerved me most was that in my early night 
experiences with being shown writing, there was a distinct cabalistic cast to them; 
the actual information (speaking technically) manifested itself out of shimmering 
spiderish semi-letters and semi-words; | identified the presence of Cabala then, 
with revulsion. Perhaps it was not; perhaps it predated Cabala, and was Essene. 

Also, two of the Greek words which swam up during my hypnagogic pre- 
sleep period were: crypt and morphosis. Which were portions of a syntactic sen- 
tence and might roughly mean, “latent ...form.” | believe I was musing, in Greek, 
about my own experiences of seeing information arising from a hidden region; in 
Greek I was pondering why | was seeing writing in Greek. 

I’m sure I’ve said too much and should stop. The sibyl, when she was certain 
I saw her and would accept what she said, told me a very extraordinary thing 
about the cause of Jim’s death, which I do not care to go into, at least not now. 
Through her, and the others of the phalanx, I have mastered and solved actual 
problems confronting me in the real world which always eluded me; | did not have 
either the skills nor the courage ...I know that someone else, or very likely a 
group of wise and talented personages are commanding my moves, directing them 
with great caution and astuteness. Over four months have passed since these expe- 
riences were ushered in by the dazzling display of graphics, and you are the first 
person outside my own circle whom I have placed this before. If this does not fall 
within your purview, then hopefully you can tell me who | might consult. It is not 
my intention to exploit this or make this generally public; if | wanted to do that | 
have my publisher, Doubleday, who was Jim’s, and I would only have to place a 
vague fictional format around it—if that. After all, | do have access to the media; 
just last weekend, for instance, the magazine version of the London Daily Tele- 
graph, with a print-run of over a million and a half copies, published an in-depth 
interview and study of my wife and me, and French TV as well as the B.B.C. have 
interviewed me. I’ve been asked to be Guest of Honor at the World Science Fic- 
tion Convention if it is held in Montreal in 1977, so I do have a pulpit, not just in 
this country but worldwide. Please don’t think this is boasting for its own sake, an 
ego-trip; I say this in order to make clear to you that I have not contacted you 
with the idea that you can bring about a public revelation of my private experi- 
ences; on the contrary! This is the last thing I want; I hope you will consider what 
I’ve written here to be between us until we or I decide otherwise. It is an experi- 
enced person who might understand what has been going on in my life—that is 
what I’m after. One who can explain this to me and, most of all, since really ] am 
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fairly sure what has happened to me, can advise me. Do you see? I need profes- 
sional advice, because from what the sibyl told me about Jim’s death (if | may so 
refer to the anima of my “dreams,” my female sage who holds up the books to me 
to educate and inform me) there is a risk factor. A high risk factor. 

It would mean a lot to me to hear from you; in any case thank you for read- 
ing this. I'll tell you what I'd like to do; is there any chance that after you have 
read this and considered, and are ready to contact me (assuming you wish to), 
could you phone me collect? I would appreciate that, very much. The number is: 
714-524-7306. And please do not give it out; most of us in our field have unlisted 
numbers. 

I'll keep my fingers crossed, and hope. 


With best good wishes, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO RICHARD M. NIXON] July 26, 1974 
Dear Mr. President: 


I received the following slip of paper in a fortune cookie purchased in a Chi- 
nese restaurant only a mile or so from the town of Yorba Linda, here in Orange 
County, where you used to live. The sad irony of this little slip of paper carrying 
mundane advice for whoever happened to eat there should strike you, as it did 
me, as almost overpowering. It’s as if the universe wanted to assist you along the 
proper moral path, but waited too long. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 26, 1974 
Dear Claudia (if I may), 


Last night at five a.m. the cat peed all over the bed. | leaped up, tore off the 
sheets, discovered no matress pad (sp) and began scrubbing with thousands of 
Kleenexes, to little avail. My wife brought in a wet towel which I yanked away 
from her in my frenzy (I had been dreaming that I was in Rome, as usual, and they 
were showing me a four-posted place like a sort of sauna bath filled with golden 
light and called something like an “athentium,” but the cat peeing on the bed had 
not been anticipated by the all-knowing spirits, so their message was lost in the 
confusion). When I yanked the wet towel away from my wife she got mad and 
went off to the living room, not speaking to me. I finished up alone, put fresh 
sheets on the bed and got back in. Because of the tomcat stench (actually from 
the Cowper's gland, which the world could do without) | lit my votive candle at 
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my little shrine, to cover it up with the scented candle. The glass burst after 
awhile so I had to get up and blow out the candle. 

The next morning while my wife was telling me how I’d fucked up in the 
night I stepped on the broken glass from the candle jar and almost cut off my big 
toe. She brought me a towel to stem the flow of blood and continued telling me 
how mad she was at me because to me a bed was more important than a person 
(i.e. her), which certainly is the paradigm of the marital quarrel, except that | was 
bleeding to death but could not get in a word edgewise. 

So I have no occult or psychic news for you. 

It is (in answer to your query, and what we need here in this apartment is 
more queries) always the right hemisphere which gestalts in a single instant and 
hence apprehends music and painting and the metaphysical, without regard to 
which handedness you are, if any. I’ve decided I’m no-handedness. 

Anyhow I wound up dripping blood on the floor and got bawled out for that, 
at which point | burst into tears and said I couldn't take it any more and thought | 
should be praised for waking up when the cat peed on the bed because if I hadn't 
then the brand-new kingsize $200 mattress (there, that’s better) which we just got 
would have been ruined, and as | sat bleeding and snuffling I said ] thought that 
there was an angel or something that took note of men’s deeds, such as mine, 
which are noble, and wrote them down (and in my head I thought And an angel 
that takes note of a wife telling off someone who leaped up in the night etc, but | 
dared not say that aloud). Finally my wife pointed out that she had managed to 
walk past the jagged broken shards of votive candle glass jar without treading on 
them. Later I realized I should have shouted, Then why didn’t you pick them up? 
But I forgot to. 

My typing desk is right by where the tomcat peed and so my office is full of the 
effluvium (sp) of tomcat pee as | sit here writing about the non-transcendental. 

There is nothing like being peed on at five a.m. by an old tomcat and then 
the next morning stepping on broken glass before you even have your coffee to 
bring you down. I guess God decided I needed to be brought down. He sure knows 
how. 

Question: Should you feel guilty for bleeding on the floor? Do they get you 
for that? 

] threw all the sheets and towels that had cat pee on them into the bathtub 
and put Dove soap on them and ran hot water on them. Today my wife told me 
you don’t use hot water on such things. Also, | was told that | was wrong to pour 
Ajax ammonia on the bed where the cat peed. | said I hadn't but had poured on 
409, another cleanser. My wife then said that you don’t put on any cleanser that 
pours, you just put on some soap. I am trying to find where | did one right thing. 
Oh yes; I let the cat out after I’d finished cleaning up. 

It’s hard to believe that just last night before bed I was thinking about meta- 
physical matters. | recall a bookclerk I knew once saying, “Every time | think I 
have an immortal soul | get a stomach ache.” | forget his conclusion but it’s there 
somewhere. 
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The conclusion is (You will be timed) 

I'll make up a short theory just to show I’m still hanging in there. You, Clau- 
dia, are the “sibyl,” and the sacred books of wisdom are your letters. “Rome” is 
actually Pocatello (I’ve somewhat altered it in my mind along idealistic lines). The 
great improvement which has come over me from “Asklepios’ healing and 
Apollo’s and Pythagoras’ Ancient Knowledge” is my getting off on your trippy let- 
ters. My reason for having all these nocturnal experience is to give me an excuse 
for writing you and writing you and writing you and writing you and 


Love, 
Both PKDs 


PS. My wife took Christopher and went to visit her mother. Since I can’t stand 
long enough to fix lunch I had the rest of the chocolate milk and some of the cat’s 
sardines. I tried to watch the impeachment (sp) hearings on TV but they 
depressed me and | discovered that Asklepios or someone, surely not me, had 
fixed a Scotch and soda and placed it beside me in the middle of the day, so | 
came in here to write to you so I wouldn’t become a common drunk. 

Want to buy a nearly new kingsize mattress with an exotic smell about it 
that’s probably some expensive perfume from Ancient Samarkand? Or from 
Cowper’s Gland, Pa.? 


P PS. I may have mentioned the night I stepped on the three-inch darning nee- 
dle and two inches broke off inside my foot, and when we got down the flight of 
stairs that leads to ground level there was a flat tire on the car. “You wouldn't have 
gotten it in your foot if you hadn't dragged your foot the way you do while walk- 
ing,” my wife explained, showing me how to walk right. On the way to the hospi- 
tal the cab driver explained to me how to button my shirt. In the hospital the 
nurse told me I had my hair parted wrong. The doctor—oh well. (James Thurber, 
where are you NOW?) 


[TO COSMIC COMMUNICATIONS COMPANY] July 27, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


I am enclosing my check for ten dollars ($10.) for a copy of Dr. Wolfgang 
Weilgart’s book LANGUAGE OF SPACE, published | understand by Chand & 
Co., New Delhi. 

If the volume costs less than ten dollars, you may include other material you 
see fit, rather than returning any balance. 

Thank you very much, and I will hope to hear from you. 

I would like to ask one question: Is it possible to write to Dr. Weilgart 
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through you? And if not, could you let me know how to contact him? Thank you, 
and I will hope to hear from you. About this, too. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO PATRICE DUVIC] July 28, 1974 


Dear Patrice, 


We’ve been wondering how you are. Some French people came by to visit us, 
and although they’re okay they’re not you. Our baby Christopher is one year old 
now (picture enclosed, done with the camera | got Tessa for her birthday). Did 
you see the July 19th interview about us in the magazine part of the London Daily 
Telegraph? I’m working on a sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE called 
VALISYSTEM A, which is an acronym for “Vast Active Living Intelligence Sys- 
tem” A. It is based on modern discoveries about the right hemisphere of the brain 
and on AI (artificial intelligence) systems and orthomolecular psychiatry (the use 
of water soluble vitamins). I tried out the vitamin formula plus attempts to cause 
neural firing in my right hemisphere back in mid-March, with spectacular results— 
I believe a letter of mine about this will be published in France in a magazine 
which they described as being like our Rolling Stone rock magazine, with a circula- 
tion of about 20,000. I’ve had over four months of enormously heightened neural 
efficiency and firing, producing a total change in my personality and abilities and 
habits. I plan to make all this public, but as yet I’m not sure in exactly what way, 
since my experiences involve the mystic and even the sacred—I found myself in 
touch, during the night in what I suppose they call visions, with what they call the 
Holy Spirit, who healed me and educated me along Pythagorean and Orphic lines. 

Tessa looks lovely, and Pinky our cat is fine, too. The baby is like the child- 
god Mythrias. The god of the sun, with hair like radiant light, and full of joy: the 
start of a new era for the world, perhaps. We are quite happy and busy. Currently | 
am seeking legal custody of my little daughter from my previous marriage. Speak- 
ing of the past—Patrice, you must send me a copy of the cassette tape which you 
made of Stephanie and me; I have no picture of her, nothing, and that tape of her 
voice would mean so much to me; we’ve bought a cassette tape recorder-player 
and | want it very badly. You did promise it to me. I'll pay any costs involved, but 
please honor your promise and send it to me, as | would treasure it, a record of a 
person whom | loved and admired gone now from my life without recall. 

My health has not been too good; I was in the hospital in late March and 
early April with extremely high blood pressure, but it is better now. It is our inten- 
tion to move to a cooler, quieter climate where Tessa can have a horse, as soon as 
I hear about custody of my little daughter. FLOW MY TEARS has sold twice the 
hardback copies that any previous novel of mine ever did. Let’s see ...I spoke to 
1,100 high school students but cancelled on being Guest of Honor at the 
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Westercon because of my high blood pressure. Please write to us, Patrice, and by 
the way— if you see Elizabeth Antebi, tell her to write. Do you know if she ran the 
taped interview (filmed, I guess) she made of me and Norman Spinrad on Paris 


TV? 


Love, 
Phil Dick 


[TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] July 30, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


On the twentieth of March this year, I sent to you two unsolicited commu- 
nist-type letters which I received. Subsequent to that, at your written request, | 
sent you further information and material of a like nature, up into late May. 

Enclosed you will find a single letter, from Stanislaw Lem, the only letter 
which I’ve received from behind the Iron Curtain since then. It is self-explana- 
tory—his abusive response to my further efforts to obtain information about their 
printing of my novel UBIK and the royalties due me by law. It would seem they’ve 
acquired it free, by way of their time-tested methods. 

“SFS”, as mentioned in his letter, probably stands for Science Fiction Studies, a 
Free World academic periodical. “Prof. D. Suvin” is Darko Suvin, who wrote THE 
OPEN-ENDED PARABLES OF STANISLAW LEM AND SOLARIS, published 
as the afterword to Stanislaw Lem’s novel SOLARIS—Walker and Company, and 
Berkley Medallion Books, 1970. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


enc.: letter from S. Lem to Philip K. Dick 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] July 30, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


] guess I am the first person ever to be peed on by my guru. But that was just 
the start of my troubles. I am going to let Tessa tell you what happened next. The 
spirit(s) have now left me, fore sure; everything bad has happened to me and | am 
the same miserable thing I was. It happened when I found in a bookstore the 
white huge occult book with singed edges shown to me, bought it, read it, and 
found the name & address of a psychic woman to write to. I did so, telling her the 
whole story, and when I came home the spirit(s) was gone and that night my guru, 
the cat, peed on me. 

The rest, herewith, is by Tessa. Love to you, and a big hug, and wish me luck. 
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It’s shit to be without the spirit(s) who I think was/is the Holy Spirit, which was 
wonderful to have indwelling in me. The contrast is between a sacred chalice and 
a dog turd. So here is Tessa. (Except let me say I go into surgery next week and I’d 
just as soon die, being so miserable and nothing without the spirit. I think when it 
achieved what it wanted, which was to send a letter which would mean Diane 
Kennedy Pike, his widow, would know, then he dropped me. Jim was always that 
way; utilizing people. He was an organizer, one of his faults.) 

[Then three paragraphs by Tessa, in which she explains that Phil has dislocated 
his shoulder, and is scheduled to have an operation to repair it. She also mentions 
learning that “Asklepios” was also an ancient name for the amanita muscaria mush- 
room. Phil resumes—] 

This is from a book THE CROSS AND THE MUSHROOM, by John Alle- 
gro, which I (Phil) bought with the big white occult book; it had damaged 
(walked on, dirty) edges (so was on sale), as in the dream. Tessa is reading the 
book and it says Christianity was a sacred mushroom cult, hallucinogenic, with 
Christ a cover-story myth. So Asklepios is connected with the Essenes, since they 
put out the Christ story to cover the fact they were using the hallucinogenic mush- 
room. In previous letters I’ve mentioned John Allegro; he translated—and got this 
info from—the Qumran Scrolls. So my visions are sort of mushroom visions like 
the Essenes had and dummied up about; it’s all consistent, very much so. In fact, 
it’s right down the pickle barrel, astonishingly so; there is no chance I’d know this 
a priori, sort of on my own stumble onto it, so | regard it as proved, all I’ve said, 
that I picked Asklepios as my guide which is to say the amanita muscaria which is 
to say the sacred secret source the Essenes found according to John Allegro who is 
who Jim Pike flew to the U.K. and talked to. It all fits. 

There’s more. The Essenes believed in possession by the spirit of the dead 
spiritual leader. Tessa will quote all this to you, since I’m fading out. It’s from the 
big white occult book (which by the way has many interview section-quotes from 
Diane Kennedy Pike, Jim’s widow. See, I kept dreaming of this blonde I was sup- 
posed to contact. | thought it was you. Guess it was Diane; proved by the spirit 
leaving as soon as | wrote the psychic lady from the white occult book. No wonder 
the spirit wanted me to get that book: gives the following info about the Essenes, 
calls Diane to my attention, and gives the psychic lady’s address, and generally 
explains what befell (sic) me. And then the John Allegro book shows the connec- 
tion, of sorts, between Asklepios and the Essene-Christian-mushroom cult—and 
shows me that they were into the sort of visions I’ve had! It’s in accord with their 
secret practices! I’m right on target. (Or was. Now I’m a dog turd run over by a 
car.) I’m a modern day Essene, not only knowing and believing what they did, but 
practicing their practices ...] couldn’t possibly achieve this (with no awareness of 
them) unless someone helped me. Guess who. Who today—how many people 
today—are into this? One guess. 

Although the amanita muscaria was a dreadful poison, the Essenes had some 
secret filtering purifying detoxifying process. Therefore I say that the most thrilling 
proof that it was Essenes talking to me in my dreams is that the first dream was 
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the cereal box with these admonitions: “...a very poisonous poison.” He (they) 
were still worrying about their detoxification procedures; they had of necessity to 
be deep into detoxifying procedures; this was foremost on their mind. Otherwise 
they are killed—specifically poisoned. The key term poison was their key term; 
they lived with it. Claudia, to me this clinches it. They must have been inces- 
santly on the lookout for poisons which their systems couldn't handle, plus proce- 
dures for rendering poisons benign. Thus their tuming to Asklepios, their 
awareness of him. It was poison versus Asklepios which comprised their 
worldview—and this is exactly what I inherited, carried to me (as probably it was 
to them too) by Asklepios’ step-other, the sibyl, gifted with prophecy. They had to 
be in touch with the shade of Asklepios. So I became in touch. Perhaps it was 
through his transmigrated soul that they were enabled to distinguish poisons from 
benign substances, and obtained recipes for rendering the former into the latter. 
He was indispensable to them. 

] may have mentioned that I (one) dreamed of a photo of a blonde woman 
that “if I contacted I'd feel fine,” and she was far off; (two) in my hypnagogic state 
I saw a blonde woman with an equinine jaw, which Diane has (she’s blonde, you 
know), and (three) I kept trying to call a woman but couldn't complete the call. 
Looking back on (two) there is no doubt it is Diane, but the name never came to 
me. I had a constant imperative for over four months to write to a blonde, but | 
thought (no insult meant) it was you. I’m glad | wrote to you, though. Also, I felt 
the impulse to write again and again to Diane Cleaver, my Doubleday Editor. See 
how this misfired? 

The imperative was so overriding at first that when I saw an ad for a Chris- 
tian missionary group | immediately pulled a fiver from my wallet and set it to 
them with my name, address and phone number. Diane was a Christian mission- 
ary, before meeting Jim, to Africa; you can see why | answered the ad, and at the 
time I knew I, PKD, would never, never answer that ad; I knew a will terribly over- 
riding was in control of me. 

I must tell you this, Claudia; after I mailed that fiver I was so sure | was being 
“programmed” by an alien will that, believe it or not, | phoned the police, had 
them come, and told them someone had control of me and to lock me up. They at 
first regarded me, of course, as a crackpot, asking who when and how it had been 
done. I showed them the ad—it was an extremist religious missionary group—and 
finally (get this) convinced them, especially the sergeant in charge, that what I said 
was true. They decided | was not a crackpot, and they went away sobered, after 
shaking hands with me and wishing me luck. 

Jim was so eager to contact Diane, his widow; especially he wanted (under- 
standably) to send her money. In my dream where | was him | was shelling out 
high-denomination bills from “my” wallet. Again and again I tried to mail 
money to perfect female strangers; when | wrote the psychic lady | tried to send 
her 20 dollars, without knowing why. As soon as the spirit (Jim) left | knew why. 
Wouldn’t that be precisely what he’d do? The imperative began immediately 
after the graphics and remained, dominating my life, until at last I wrote the psy- 
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chic lady. Then he left and I collapsed into fatigue—and fucked up right & left, 
no longer guided. And got back my old habits, all bad. He may return. I guess 
he figured the psychic lady, who runs a psychic research foundation, will know 
what to do. 

I don’t see what I get out of this. | see what Jim gets out of it, and what Diane 
does... by the way, did I mention that I slightly know Diane? After Jim’s death she 
came up to visit Nancy and me to show us pics of the Dead Sea area where he 
died. She also autographed her book to us about their ordeal. I kept dreaming 
about a “book given me by a friend I slightly knew, not a novel, not s-f, about the 
occult, inscribed.” Never thought of hers because either Nancy took it or it was 
stolen when the rest of my things were stolen in 71 and 72. 

Claudia, I’m typing with my right arm in a sling and in a lot of pain, but I 
love you and [| always looked at your pictures when I wrote (when I had them to 
look at) and thought, What a fox. There, I said it. How can Tessa murder a sick 
injured man? 


Love to you, and a big hug and kiss, etc. 


Phil 


PS. Vide! Even with one gleeper (Canadian term) in a sling I still do my PS thing. 
The Essenes weren't after visions, as were perhaps the S. American mushroom 
cults; they were after possession—being possessed by the spirit, the Holy Spirit, 
which hopped from body to body carrying its knowledge. Tessa will quote from the 
white book shortly. Goddam it, Claudia, this is precisely what happened to me; | 
didn’t have visions—I was possessed, and by an incredibly wise spirit which had 
wisdom from the remote past, exactly as you would surmise the Essene’s Holy 
Spirit (Elijah) to have; all my wisdom came from that ancient period, which was 
just when the age of Picies began (sp, and fuck it). It is the wisdom which that 
spirit carried from body to body as long as the Essenes existed, which was from 
about 400 BC to 70 AD (v. my previous letters). Claudia, ol’ fox, there just is no 
chance my head on its own would come onto this a priori. And the fucking (par- 
don) spirit left me exactly like it left Jesus of Nazareth when—well, | started to 
say, “When his time had come,” but I don’t want to get morbid. And yet, when | 
stepped on the broken glass and all the blood poured from me, thoroughly soaking 
a big bath towel, it seems to me the spirit left and I sensed then, sensed very 
strongly, that | was being set up for (You'll excuse the expression) death. And now 
next week I’ve got to undergo an operation. And I’ve got circulatory problems 
(hypertension). Even when my guru (the shitass) peed on us in the night, | 
thought, They’re setting up a chain of circumstantial events which will seem to 
explain how come I croaked. Seem to. | threw a tiny seashell against the wall to 
vent my anger and it results in a general anesthetic operation ...I sense they’re 
through with me, and when that happens they arrange your demise. 

] resent it. But anyhow I learned a lot—the soul migrates, does not die, and 
the Lord of Light will triumph. And I guess I helped his plan. I wouldn't, frankly, 
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be sorry to shuffle off; I feel | did my work and I’m super tired and I] have been 
shown the ending. So why wait around? With my shoulder injured and the opera- 
tion coming and the months of being in a torso cast I can’t go get my little daugh- 
ter now, and | can’t work on my new novel. My plans are shot. Fuck it, but on the 
other hand I’ve got a nice wife and baby and if I should croak I’d be croaking at a 
super good time: respected in my field, loved, and having been down town to see 
the bright light. A full life, and I’m very tired. 

You are a good friend, Claudia; even though I’ve never met you face to face | 
love you. I write to you in preference to everyone else. I’d rather have you do the 
thesis on me than anyone else in the world. (Don’t X this out, Tessa, I can’t walk 
and I can’t do anything, so let it go, okay?) Thank you for everything; you’ve got a 
lot on the ball, and I treasure the mickey mouse balloon. Thank you. 

I think this wisdom was beamed to us from the stars (or from a star transmitter) 
2,600 years ago, about when the Piceis (sp) millennium began, was picked up by peo- 
ple who formed the Qumran community, then transmitted by them through their 
body-hopping spirit possession method which defied death and repression-by-the 
authorities. I was for a time one of these bodies because Jim Pike used me in order to 
tell Diane Pike he’s alive. Perhaps a misuse of the Essene technique, anyhow cer- 
tainly not to my advantage in the long run. The contrast between his great stable for- 
ward-looking energetic shrewd organizing personality and my dreaming little one full 
of fantasy and wry black humor and melancholy is too great. | can’t get anything 
done. 3 days after he leaves I dislocate my shoulder and am incapacitated. Only 
thing is, I drive my car more safely. | took it out and tried. He always was pushing 
too hard; endangered people. I’m safer. Outside of that—nothing. 

Peter Fitting phoned—he’s using the 7 pages about this I sent him (remem- 
ber?) in a French mag, with a 20 to 30 thousand circulation, a rock-type mag. So 
some will be published; he was out of his tree with enthusiasm. You may use all 
this stuff, Claudia, if you wish, later on, especially if | croak during the surgery or 
for any other reason. Assign the cause to my right-hemisphere orthomolecular 
experiments G research, okay? I trust you completely. 

One final good note. After I’d returned from the hospital and had my arm 
relocated and in a sling, and was dozing from the ordeal and the various shots they 
gave me, Tessa came into the room and woke me up to see if I was okay. I was 
dreaming of making my way through thousands, countless, gray large boxes like 
piano crates, full of countless complex things and people, like a great maze. A 
female spirit, in color, hovered above me and was saying just as I awoke, “I'll guide 
you.” I can dig it. So even though the distinct male personality which has pos- 
sessed me for over 4 months and its imperative have left me, perhaps my female 
spirit guide hasn’t. That’s something. He was out only for his own needs (in life he 
was that way, utilizing people), but she cares about the person she guides. | 
shouldn’t bellyache, though; while he had hold of me | had the advantage of all 
his talents, skills and knowhow; he solved so many of my problems, easily, which | 
couldn’t have—a byproduct. He put my life in order. It’s the fucking contrast; my 
skills are so puny. But Jim was unique among men; no wonder he rose to be 
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bishop. If I had to be possessed by someone, I’d choose Jim Pike, not because | 
knew him but because he had so much on the ball. We all have, I think, spirit 
guides, but who gets possessed, not by some crummy demon, but by a near-saint? | 
shouldn’t complain. 

You know, Claudia, I had so many things planned, and all of them are abol- 
ished due to this dislocation & operation—I wonder if there is a purpose, not 
mine, in this accident. During my possession period I saw that nothing is an acci- 
dent, that teleological purpose guides all. Perhaps something I’d planned was 
lethal and had to be aborted, and this was the only way, or the best way, painful as 
it was. It will change my life ... maybe someday I'll look back and see that had I, 
for example, flown up to get Isa—this accident is exactly the sort of “block” I saw 
the Lord of Light placing in the plans of the Master of the Lie, long in advance. 
For example, | intended to fly to Canada and see my former girlfriend . .. maybe 
this was essential. Pain, after all, is temporary; losing one’s marriage is not. I 
sensed, though, the Lord of Light’s plan as ruthless by our standards, with no 
Christian mercy, only absolute appropriateness—justice in a sense that we might 
shrink from. Certainly, given individuals must suffer dreadfully as it unfolds, 
although he doesn’t harm them; he just blocks them, as in my case, where neces- 
sary. If it’s necessary to dislocate my shoulder to keep me from flying north, then 
so be it, but he always uses the most economical block. Still, it is without mitiga- 
tion; since it must be done. Nothing less, really, would have stopped me; I was so 
determined that only physical incapacitation would suffice. After all, he could 
have killed me, but that would have been too much and would have shown cru- 
elty toward me. A block is a block. In pro football it hurts like hell to be blocked, 
as it hurt me. While | was at the hospital in the emergency room waiting for the 
orthopedic surgeon to arrive to relocate my shoulder | thought, This probably was 
done to accomplish something of value. If one can think that then, at that 
moment, then one has a truly workable philosophy; it’s much different from a sac- 
charine looking back later when the pain is gone and one can easily ponder these 
matters. I sensed it was necessary—just as I sensed the pain of the various needles 
entering my arm as necessary. There is little difference. 

You know, | sure have written a lot considering my physical disability. “Stab a 
tenor and he sings.” “Maim one arm of a writer and he writes on and on.” The uni- 
verse is odd (compared with what’). 

Anyhow at the very least this ends an epoch in my life. And, if I’m fortunate, 
it begins another. Even if it doesn’t, if as I said morosely above, this is the end-end, 
then anyhow I’ve seen a lot and done a lot and have no regrets. I’ve known some 
good people and had some good laughs. What more can one ask? Oh yes—one 
thing more. I’ve seen little ordinary people do beautiful things which bring tears 
and bursting pride to the heart; that’s the most of all. 


P PS. The “Divine Plan” would imply a right course and a wrong course at any 
time, mindful of the Tao and the correct dharma and the Middle Way of Apollo. | 
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don’t think we’re punished for “sins,” but | do feel—after all I] saw this, rather 
than accepted it as an ideology on faith—that we can veer from assisting in and 
performing our réle in The Plan, at which point we're not punished; we're repri- 
manded in the sense of being blocked in that path and maneuvered back into the 
Plan. If He wants us to move to Cleveland, like Jonah we can’t avoid it; most 
important of all for the individual, wrong conduct which will hurt that individual 
(were he to know the future absolutely the individual would see this) is blocked or 
diverted. I suppose this makes this the “Best of All Possible Worlds,” but unfortu- 
nately the way by which these blocks are thrown in to divert the individual, who 
cannot foresee the future, back to Right Conduct, is often pain. The so-called 
Totenstackel, of the Medieval theologians: the sting of death which wakes you up 
to your peril. I dreamed of that one night—the hook in my side, turning and caus- 
ing me anguish, and the long wooden shaft held at the top end by impassive-faced 
personages whom | identified as saints. 

Thus pain has a utility, which any biologist could tell us. But a transcendent 
one as well as mundane. It alerts and diverts us; it cannot be ignored. Nothing suc- 
ceeds like physical pain to make us divert our course of conduct, as any rat in a 
maze knows. It is sad, but the one good thing about pain is that it is ephemeral. 
(Unless one resists its goad and persists in one’s course of conduct.) 

I firmly believe that pain such as | felt the moment I dislocated my shoulder, 
which was absolute and beyond description and threw me to the floor in howling dis- 
may, showed that | had embarked on a path of error—not when I hurled the shell at 
the wall in anger, but before that, a path which had to be diverted by such an admo- 
nition (the pain) and disablement (the dislocation). Two rather than one things 
were accomplished; I was admonished and | was blocked. I had finished my period 
with Jim guiding me and was probably already myself again with meager and even 
incorrect plans; left unadmonished and uncorrected, as by the Zen master’s rod or 
stick, I would have journeyed into error. This took place almost at once, upon the 
Holy Spirit leaving; | had barely begun on the path of Wrong Conduct. Now that 
path is blocked to me; it is not that I’ve been discarded, my utility gone, my period of 
saint-possession over because it ended in successful resolution, but because left to 
my own volition I returned to my old ways. Evidently 1 must not; they won't do. My 
energy in writing despite my injury testifies to my earnest desire and motivation to 
discern what, lacking the overt guidance of the Holy Spirit, that correct way for me, 
in contrast to my former life, might be. Clearly, | am not to return to what I was; | 
must learn from those four months and become different. 

We are not, | think now, as I type this, permitted simply to sink back to what 
we were. Evolution is the rule of life; grow. It is not even grow or perish; it is grow. 
The goad, the pressure, the outright physical pain, forces us to become what we 
weren't, more than that. 

In my dream when | came home from the hospital the spirit was showing me a 
satellite type high altitude map of the West Coast, indicating an area inland from 
the Bay Area. “It’s not safe for you to live near the Coast,” she was saying. “Look for 
a man named Lampson.” And she showed me the inland waterways, Sasoun [sic: 
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Suisun] and the Stockton Canals. I was to move there, and not stay here. This, after 
my injury, is to say: start a new life for your family and yourself. After you recover. 
Also, it may have been necessary for me to correct this chronic condition of my 
shoulder, dating back to my auto injury in 1964, to get it taken care of now, when it’s 
convenient, before we move to the boondocks. I had the distinct feeling the spirit 
wanted us to move to the boondocks. A shoulder dislocation would be more of a 
problem there than here, where we’re near our doctor and our hospital. Get the van- 
ous preparations made before we make our move, of which this is one. 

The spirit then may have farsighted long range plans. Now that step one, 
notifying someone in psychic circles who will notify Diane Pike, has been accom- 
plished. We can move on. 

[Then Tessa types 2 pages of quotes from REVELATION, THE DIVINE FIRE, 
by Brad Steiger.] 

I'll close with some funnies. 

Funny A. If modern-day newscasters had been around in 1945, at the end of 
World War Two, they’d have babbled like this: “More headaches for Adolf Hitler, 
as Russian Tanks close in on the center of Berlin where—” etc. 

And: “Asked to supply the list of those slaughtered in gas ovens, Mr. Hitler 
replied through his spokesman Mr. Goebbels that the list according to German 
law—” etc. 

Next item, Funny B. I mailed a fortune cookie | received the other day to R. 
M. Nixon which read: “Deeds done in secret soon become public,” pointing out 
that I got it in a Chinese restaurant only a few miles from the town of Yorba Linda 
where the Nixon family once lived, expressing the thought that Nixon should 
either have tarried in Yorba Linda and eaten more Chinese food, or the universe 
was a bit slow in its operation. Unfortunately | sent the wrong slip of paper; I sent 
a fortune which the universe probably intended for Tim Leary: 

TAKE SOME OF THE ACID FROM YOUR SPEECH 

Well, and so to bed, such as it is with one gleeper. 


[TO CHARLES E. WIGGINS] August 7, 1974 


Dear Congressman Wiggins: 


My typing is faulty because my right arm is in a sling from a shoulder disloca- 
tion last week, and today | go into the hospital for surgery, but I must write you to 
say what a great and honorable man you are representing us—not just us here in 
Orange County but the American people as a whole. Throughout this impeach- 
ment matter you have shown a lucid mind in the best tradition of true statesman- 
ship, which is so rare now in our government. Today in the L.A. Times, and as 
shown on TV in the last day or so, we’ve seen you exhibit qualities which | believe 


THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 233 


will mark you for a spot in the history of this country: you stood by what you 
believed to be right and saw clearly, and now have been forced by circumstances 
to do something so difficult and so tragic that I feel more deeply for you than for 
the president himself, since you have exhibited all those virtues which he should 
have possessed but evidently did not. Perhaps someday we shall have you as our 
president; you are a shining light of integrity and honor in this dreadful matter, 
raising Our spirits. 

Forgive this bad typing, and thank you for representing us all, of both parties. 
It has been so hard on you, all this. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO LOS ANGELES TIMES] August 21, 1974 
Dear Editor, 


Mr. Nixon should earn his rehabilitation, too, along with the war deserters. 
To begin, Nixon should turn over the huge estates in California and Florida which 
he holds to the poor children who never see the ocean or rolling hills of green 
grass; there they can live and play and go to school and get proper food and medi- 
cal care, which Mr. Nixon can help pay for. They are entitled to this; most of his 
holdings really belong to them. It’s the least he can do to make amends; we should 
grant him this amnesty in fairness, both to him and to us. And especially for the 
children, who are our real future. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO LAURA DICK] August 25, 1974 


Dear Laura, 


I’m dictating this to Tessa and she’s typing it for me. First, thanks a lot for the 
beautiful picture of you. You look like Jean Harlow, who in my opinion was the 
most beautiful movie star in the history of films. ] think you got your looks from 
your mother’s mother. Also, thanks for telling me to keep my chin up. It made it a 
lot easier for them to operate on my shoulder. 

Just before they operated, they took off my cross. This was in a Catholic hos- 
pital, too. Anyhow, I’m doing fine. It really meant a lot, your writing and sending 
the picture. 


Love, 
Dad 
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[TO DARKO SUVIN, professor, McGill University] August 29, 1974 


Dear Doctor Suvin: 


Enclosed you will find a complete and up-to-date bibliography of my pub- 
lished work, as you requested for S-FS. 

Mr. Lem recently told me that you were doing a piece on me for this publica- 
tion; he mentioned, too, that he had done a twenty-page piece on me for you. 

Let me take this opportunity to compliment you on “The Open-ended Para- 
bles of Stanislaw Lem and SOLARIS.” I don’t really understand Lem’s writing too 
well and your article helped me a lot. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


enc.: bibliography 


{TO CATHLEEN JORDAN, assistant, Doubleday & Co. ] August 30, 1974 
Dear Ms. Jordan: 


Re: “Colony,” which we sent to you for the Aldiss anthology, SPACE 
OPERA, I’m not sure whether Bob Mills or Scott Meredith holds the rights to 
it, so you should query Scott Meredith about it also. I’ve left S.M., but am not 
sure whether he has performing rights or not; he originally marketed the story 
“Colony.” 

Please let me know which of the two agents has the rights. 

By the way—I’ve been meaning to tell you that after looking over Norman 
Spinrad’s Anchor anthology, MODERN SCIENCE FICTION, I think it is the fin- 


est collection in the field. 


Thank you. 
Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
[TO JOHN BUSH] August 30, 1974 
Dear John, 


The description of FLOW MY TEARS in your catalog is superb, and | thank 
you. That is the way a novel should be written up but seldom is. Thank you, too, 
for writing me about your interest in MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE and your 
kind words about it; I do hope my agent lets you have it. 

You'll be delighted I’m sure to learn that I am at last going ahead on a 
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dream of twelve years: the sequel to MITHC, which will be called 
VALISYSTEM A. For over five months I’ve been comparing the texts of MSS 
of the period between 600 B.C. and 200 A.D. in the Iranian-Roman-Greek- 
Near East areas and, I believe, have by noting similarities to the I CHING 
been at last able to crack what John Allegro, the Dead Sea Scrolls scholar, 
calls the “code” in all of them. This enormously important discovery will 
underlie the plot of the sequl 


[end PKD; letter finished by Tessa Dick] 


(TO WILLIAM A. SULLIVAN] September 2, 1974 
Dear Mr. Sullivan: 


I am enclosing the letterhead of Professor Darko Suvin, to go with informa- 
tion and enclosures which | have sent you previously. This is the first contact | 
have had with Professor Suvin. Listed with him are three Marxists whom I sent 
you information about before, based on personal dealings with them: Peter Fit- 
ting, Fredric Jameson, and Franz Rottensteiner who is Stanislaw Lem’s official 
Western agent. The text of the letter indicates the extensive influence of this 
publication, SCIENCE-FICTION STUDIES. 

What is involved here is not that these persons are Marxists per se or even 
that Fitting, Rottensteiner and Suvin are foreign-based but that all of them with- 
out exception represent dedicated outlets in a chain of command from 
Stanislaw Lem in Krakow, Poland, himself a total Party functionary (I know this 
from his published writing and personal letters to me and to other people). For 
an Iron Curtain Party group—Lem is probably a composite committee rather 
than an individual, since he writes in several styles and sometimes reads foreign, 
to him, languages and sometimes does not—to gain monopoly positions of 
power from which they can control opinion through criticism and pedagogic 
essays is a threat to our whole field of science fiction and its free exchange of 
views and ideas. Peter Fitting has in addition begun to review books for the mag- 
azines Locus and Galaxy. The Party operates its publishing house 
which does a great deal of Party-controlled science fiction. And in earlier mate- 
rial which I sent to you | indicated their evident penetration of the crucial publi- 
cations of our professional organization SCIENCE FICTION WRITERS OF 
AMERICA. 

Their main successes would appear to be in the fields of academic articles, 
book reviews and possibly through our organization the control in the future of 
the awarding of honors and titles. ] think, though, at this time, that their cam- 
paign to establish Lem himself as a major novelist and critic is losing ground; it 
has begun to encounter serious opposition: (1) Lem’s creative abilities now appear 
to have been overrated and (2) Lem’s crude, insulting and downright ignorant 
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attacks on American science fiction and American science fiction writers went 
too far too fast and alienated everyone but the Party faithful (I am one of those 
highly alienated). 

It is a grim development for our field and its hopes to find much of our crit- 
icism and academic theses and publications completely controlled by a faceless 
group in Krakow, Poland. What can be done, though, I do not know. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO SCOTT MEREDITH] September 7, 1974 


Dear Scott: 


I am returning these to you because Cathleen Jordan says that you've told 
her you still control rights to this. She also says that you had no idea that I had 
left SMLA: in point of fact, no letter of mine after May 31 was answered by you 
on any subject whatsoever. And so toward the end of June | told you that if I did not 
get a response from you I would leave the agency as of July seventh of this year. 
You, which is to say Scovil, never answered, so Scovil not knowing that I left is 
just so much bullshit. 

Recently, however, I’ve been talking to Henry Ludmer by phone regarding 
the movie purchase of UBIK, which I set up out here. So, as you know, | may 
return to the agency. Meanwhile, on this purchase of “Colony,” it seems to me 
their price is somewhat low. I'll let you carry the ball on this. 

John Bush at Gollancz tells me they’re setting type on MAN IN THE HIGH 
CASTLE, so I guess that sale to them went through. | must admit, begrudgingly, 
that I am pleased that I am and the agency are still doing so much business 
together. After all, business is business. 

Henry said I'd be hearing from Scott soon re a reproachment. | look forward 
to that. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Jean Pierre Gorin phoned me the other day to say he had mailed the money 
to you on the UBIK movie deal. Keep me informed. He will be phoning me this 
Sunday and coming here again next week. 
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[TO ANDREW PORTER] September 9, 1974 
Dear Andy Porter: 


Thank you for your July 10 letter, asking me to be the English-language 
Guest of Honor at the 1977 World Science Fiction Convention. My apologies for 
not having answered much sooner, but I am in traction from recent surgery on my 
right shoulder (I’m dictating this to my wife). It would have meant a lot to me to 
be Guest of Honor, but I could not fulfill my commitment as GoH to the 
Westercon this year because of illness and so had better, with great reluctance, 
decline this. 

I doubt if I will be attending very many more conventions. The LA. 
Worldcon in 1972 made me doubt for the first time if the sustained effort which 
we writers put in, is worth it in the long run. 

In any case, good luck on your convention. Canada is a lovely country and I 
miss it very much. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO GERALD FORD] September 9, 1974 


Dear President Ford: 


Because of the Nixon pardon the burden of proof now rests entirely on you 
to prove good faith and genuine integrity—to prove to us, in other words, that no 
deal was involved from the very start. It would appear now that your administra- 
tion had strings attached to it. I tell you, sir, that if you do not speedily demon- 
strate to all of us your freedom of decision-making powers, what slight faith and 
hope we have in our system of rule will be gone forever, and we will be con- 
vinced—probably correctly—that this is a cynical tyranny under which we live, a 
tyranny using pretty words while it serves its own interests. 

Beyond all else you must absolutely grant pardons and freedom right and left, 
to many, many not-so-rich persons in prison or under the threat of prison. Uncon- 
ditional amnesty to a society starved for freedom—open the gates of the prisons 
and let as many of the prisoners out as possible. This is your chance to turn pretty 
words about mercy for one dreadful man into real deeds of mercy for many ordi- 
nary men. Otherwise your administration will reap a fast-coming whirlwind of bit- 
terness and outrage—and revolution. And you and those who held office before 
you will deserve it. 

You know, sit, we trusted you completely. We thought all the lying and cov- 
erup was over. If it is not, if this is more of the same, then the dark clouds hanging 
over this nation are going to open up and pour. You are tampering with the soul of 
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a proud people that has been disgraced too long; tread with caution and tell us no 
lies. Otherwise this suspect system will go, and probably very suddenly. We just 
can't take any more. 


With Best Wishes, 
For a Better Future, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ISA HACKETT] September 11, 1974 


Dear Isa, 


Thank you so much for the picture of your treehouse. I’m glad you liked the 
books I sent. I guess I won't get to see you this summer, after all, as | had hoped. 
But maybe | can bring you down here at Christmas time. 

We now have a puppy and a kitten. We’ve been looking for a horse, and now 
we've found one we think we'd like to get. He’s dark brown with a black mane 
and tail. He’s just three years old. You can ride him when you come down. He’s 
very gentle. 

A French movie director flew all the way out here to tell me he will be 
making a movie from one of my books, and | will be writing the whole screen- 
play. 

I miss you very much. I look forward very much to seeing you. It won't be 
long now. 


{TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] September 13, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


Here enclosed are the papers back on my custody action. One point: last 
month I was in the hospital for surgery and after that was splinted until just this 
Tuesday—hence | fell behind one month in my support payments. Earlier this 
week | purchased a check for that month and the current month and mailed it 
up to the D.A.’s office airmail, so 1 am now current. His office should have 
that full payment no later than the day you receive this (the check is dated 
September 9). 

It is my right shoulder that they did surgery on, and getting back the use of 
that joint smarts. Anyhow it will keep my mind occupied until I hear about get- 
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ting Isa. Thank you for everything, and do you realize that this is just the second 
letter I’ve typed since getting out of the damn splint? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


eee —-— - _ ao nn ne ttn tnt nee ee Re iis actinic iia dade cee 


[TO JESUS TO THE COMMUNIST WORLD, INC.] September 14, 1974 


Dear Brothers: 


Enclosed you will find my check for $25 to be used in your Christian work. 
I] think you serve an extraordinary purpose—that of the Holy Spirit Himself. 
Thank you. 
Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO WILLIAM B. WOLFSON] September 15, 1974 
Dear Bill: 


It just occurred to me that I should have mentioned to you that my ex-wife 
Nancy reobtained her maiden name at the time of the divorce. ...Sorry I didn’t 
mention it; | hope your forms aren’t invalidated by this. 

While I’m writing, let me remind you that | sent you a long letter a while ago 
about an entirely different matter: my realtor keeping or giving away or simply 
destroying many of my possessions when she entered my house to take it over and 
to have my possessions stored for me. Are you going to be able to do anything for 
me in this matter? 

Thank you, and enjoy your new happiness (i.e. your marriage. Always remem- 
ber to count to ten before leaving home in a rage, and always take full blame for 
everything that goes wrong). 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO FRANCES COLLIN, literary agent] September 16, 1974 
Dear Ms. Collin: 


In answer to your letter of September 12, I may have overstated matters to 
Tom Disch regarding Jean-Pierre Gorin’s interest in doing a film of CAMP CON- 
CENTRATION. When Jean-Pierre was down here arranging to purchase a novel 
of mine for screen use I said to him, “The book you ought to be buying is CAMP 
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CONCENTRATION,” and he nodded. He did express the desire to meet Tom, 


who came down here a bit later, but they did not meet. 
Jean-Pierre did certainly express enormous enthusiasm for CC, as did I; cer- 
tainly in this regard I didn’t exaggerate to Tom. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO CLASS MASTER, Neophyte Section, AMORC, September 16, 1974 


Rosicrucian Park] 


Dear Sir: 


The first lesson (Private Mandamus | & 2) had, to my surprise, an actual 
effect on me in terms of my perception of space. Perhaps in my mind I linked up 
the drawing of the archway—shaped like the Greek letter Pi, from two upright 
ruined columns—and the written material about the categories of perception, of 
space and time. | had a sense, for the first time, of an identity of my inner space 
with my outer space, and became all at once within a vast space which seemed to 
me to move toward the archway drawing as if it were all at once no longer a flat 
monochrome picture but an opening, three-dimensional, through which I could 
enter at will. 

For several weeks in my mind’s eye (in inner, subjective space) I’ve been see- 
ing this doorway of two upright ruined columns, and many times described them 
to my wife, exactly as your drawing pictures. | felt strongly I’d encounter it when | 
approached AMORC, and have so done, to my intense joy. Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. Enclosed you will find my check for $30, for the first six months’ dues. Please 
send me a copy of Unto Thee I Grant, and thank you for this, too. 


[TO DALLAS MAYR, agent, Scott Meredith Literary September 17, 1974 
Agency] 


Dear Dallas: 


] just got a phonecall from Dr. McNelly at Cal State Fullerton; he’s been try- 
ing to order MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, which Berkley just recently reissued, 
and now he’s been told by the university’s book dealer that the novel “is no longer 
available.” Is it possible that Berkley has let this go out of print already? Cal State 
Fullerton wants 100 copies and can’t get them; the whole idea of Berkley’s bring- 
ing the novel back was to make it available for such uses as this—after all, it’s my 
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Hugo Award winning classic. Popular Library kept it in print for around seven 
yeals. 

Please find out for me from George Ernsberger if they’ve just sold out their 
first print run (which would be good) or if god forbid they’ve abandoned it. If the 
latter, you had better make a serious effort against them in whatever way you can; 
I recall George Ermsberger telling Norman Spinrad, when I officially complained 
via SFWA over the smallness of the advance ($750), that “Phil will make a lot in 


royalties on this.” I won't if it’s already out of print. 


Thank you. 
Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
[ADDRESSEE UNKNOWN] September 18, 1974 
Dear Sirs: 


Please send me the free book mentioned in the ad in Psychology Today: 
“Prophet Elijah Coming Before Christ.” 

In my opinion Elijah has already rushed through the lives of our world, hid- 
den from view but nonetheless dramatically active in setting the injustices right. 
Hence I’m quite interested in what you might have to tell. Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip kK. Dick 


[TO CATHLEEN JORDAN] September 19, 1974 
Dear Cathleen, 


I’ve consulted with Norman Spinrad and he tells me that there is no doubt: 
Scott Meredith controls forever all rights of any kind on all material he originally 
marketed. Hence, I sent the permissions forms on “Colony” on to him and not back 
via Bob Mills. Sorry to draw you into this complex topic. Thank you for your help. 

Therefore regarding my work, you should approach Scott unless I have gone 
to a new agent with new material. 

You might be interested to know that my Doubleday novel UBIK has been 
picked up for screen use and that evidently I will be doing the screenplay. Would 
you like me to write in a part for you? (Maybe we could discuss it over lunch.) 
(This power is a new thing to me and it has already gone to my head. Disregard all 
offers I make to you, as my intentions are questionable.) 

One more thing, while I’m writing you. I’ve lost touch with Diane Kennedy 
Pike—Jim Pike’s widow—and in trying to figure out how to relocate her | remem- 
bered that Doubleday published several of Jim’s books and so you'd certainly have 
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her address. Could you give it to me? I haven't seen her since she came to visit me 
and my wife in San Rafael, after her own book about their ordeal in the Dead Sea 
region of Israel came out. That’s been a number of years. 

What sort of role in the film did you want to play? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[ADDRESSEE UNKNOWN] September 19, 1974 
Dear Carol, 


I just wanted to write you to say that I think about you every now and 
then. You and Micky did so much for us. You made such a difference in our 
lives. 

Coming down here as | did—a stranger in a strange land, as Moses put it— 
I needed friends and someone [| could turn to whom [ could trust and rely on. 
You have been all that and a lot more to me, Carol; I don’t think anybody ever 
so effectively, and with such shrewd kindness, entered my life and changed it for 
the better. 

Right now I’m getting ready to do a screenplay on my novel UBIK, which | 
sold to the movies. I’ve never done a screenplay. I get to sit with the director and 
we talk about who to cast in which part. He flies down here to Fullerton and I feel 
really big time, in a small way. 

Christopher is growing into a beautiful little boy (picture enclosed; disregard 
skin-color due to low light). I bought Tessa a horse because she took such devoted 
care of us all during August when I was recovering from surgery (on my right 
shoulder). Most of the cobwebs are still cleared out of my head; if they return 
maybe I'll come visit you. 

‘True love is effective love and you gave me that, Carol. I’ll never forget you 
(wanna be in my movie? Aw, | knew you'd smile that smile and say in the most 
gentle but firm way, “Sorry.” Well, a guy can try). 


Love 


Phil Dick 


[TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] September 22, 1974 
Dear Ursula, 
I am actually typing this myself, having begun to recover. Thank you for the 


joke from Virginia Kidd; may I amend it to say I am, ahem, purpose supine. By that 
I mean, I intended to dislocate my shoulder for reasons still obscure to me but 
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very good & real ones nonetheless. When I know what they are I will let you 
know. 

Ursula, I understand that you and I will be flying to London to deliver talks 
at the same function. | propose that we fly to England together. I’m not sure 
exactly how to do it, but there should be no problem; we can both fly first to 
San Francisco and then take the same flight, or I can fly up to Portland. I really 
would like to make the damn trip with you rather than watching four in-flight 
movies or drinking or reading or any other thing you can name. What do you 
think? It is after all a long flight. Please do not disappoint me, as I have had far 
too many disappointments in life and take no more. All the time I was in the 
hospital I thought about this, promising it to myself and saying, Look what | 
have to look forward to. 

I figure I’ve put it to you in such a way that if you say no you will acquire so 
much bad karma that it'll be less painful to say yes. (They taught me that in the 
hospital.) 

Well, I gotta stop typing because my shoulder hurts and it'll keep on hurting 
until I hear yes from you. Meanwhile, because I can’t type a decently long, full let- 
ter, | am enclosing some various notes and so forth I’ve done recently that | 
thought might interest you. They will probably go to make up my next novel, my 
sequel to MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, which I’m calling VALISYSTEM A. 

Lots of love, and also I’m enclosing a picture of me taken after | got home 
from the hospital. | am out of the splint now, of course; I look a-okay. In the pic- 
ture don’t I look long-suffering? 


Love, 


Phil 


poros krater limestone bowl or cup [notation typed on carbon] 


[TO JOANNA RUSS] September 23, 1974 


Dear Joanna, 


Your letter of August 27 is something I’ll treasure for a long time. You are an 
acute observer, Joanna; you told me many things about myself I never realized. No 
wonder you're becoming a force in our field. 

I can’t wrimte—fuck. I can’t write much because I’m just out of the hospital 
recovering from surgery on my shoulder. (See enclosed picture, taken for the pur- 
pose of melting the heart of a stone, should the need arise.) 

You saw my letter printed in Vertex, did you not. And on the cover a mention. 

I’m getting hate mail on my story “The Pre-Persons” in the Oct F&SF. So 
finally I’ve done something that matters! I’m very excited, getting this unsigned 
hate mail. You probably won't approve of the story, but there it is anyhow. (Please 
do not refer to it as my “abortion truck” story.) 
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Yes, thank you, my days of misery are over; I have a lovely wife and lovely 
year-old baby and am quite happy, at last. That girl who had the abortion left my 
life as soon as she was recovered, and | never was able to find her, although | used 
to drive around Marin County searching for her, day after day, asking everyone, 
Have you seen her? She'll be okay. 

You mention the ACLU. They are presently looking into the burglary of my 
house in November 1971 and February 1972, to see if my civil rights were vio- 
lated. Maybe they’ll find some involvement by the authorities, or maybe it was 
done by a private terrorist group, etc. What a sad day, when the covert activities 
of the Federal Government can’t, by their intrinsic nature, be distinguished from 
that of private terrorists—doesn’t this tell us far too much? While I was in the hos- 
pital in August I met a dude who was with the Special Forces in ’Nam and had 
contacts with the CIA; he was a demolition expert—blew up people. From my 
description of the hit on my house he was able to tell me for sure that a govern- 
ment plastic explosive was used. “Did it ever occur to you that it was the govern- 
ment who did it?” he asked. His suggestion was that in my writing | had somehow 
put forth something that was actually true, believing it to be fiction; this got the 
government interested. He thought I'd probably never know what it was, there- 
fore. An interesting theory. I'll write again when my fucking arm doesn’t hurt so. 
You write me, Joanna, okay? 


Love, 


Phil Dick 


(TO MALCOLM EDWARDS] September 23, 1974 


Dear Malcolm, 


Sorry not to have answered your July 31st letter, but once again I’ve been in 
the hospital—this time for surgery on my right shoulder. This put me in a splint 
throughout August, unable to type; however, as you can see, I’m back at the 
machine now. This was reconstructive surgery, repairing damage from an auto 
accident ten years ago; | am now in much better physical shape than I have been 
in years. So there is nothing to worry about (I hope). 

Yes, Nixon is out, and busy trying to evade being hauled into court. I note 
that Governor Wallace of Alabama is quoted as saying that it was Nixon who had 
him shot. There are many people in this country who have had the awful intima- 
tion that this might have been the case—and not just Wallace but JFK, Bobby 
Kennedy and Doctor King—anyone who might constitute a political threat to the 
Nixon gang. This is a familiar pattern in totalitarian takeover. Because of the 
Great Pardon we may never know for sure. I tell you, Malcolm, it would not sur- 
prise me. | swear, Nixon is a reincarnation of Richard Third as Shakespeare 
depicts him. In all details. But the tyranny still seems to hold office here, under a 
new face; I am most sad about it, having had such high hopes. 
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Certainly both the U.S. and the Soviet Bloc are similar vast slave empires, 
destroying and abasing their own people; | hope—I trust—that the Paraclete is 
with us working actively to throw both slave empires down. This is 
Christianity’s actual real enemy: the slave empire. Surely the fish sign is back, 
and God’s friends hurry about out of sight, seeing to it that there will be remedy 
for us, an end to these injustices. This is our faith, is it not? that He will show 
us ways to bring back justice and freedom by abolishing the lies and showing us 
the true state of things? 

The Lie hangs over the landscape here like a great fog. Now and then it rolls 
back to expose as ugly a political and economic system as I think ever was. No 
wonder they lie—look what they are concealing! I guess I'd lie, too, if I was into 
the nasty trips the ruling circles of both empires are into. But then, I would hope 
never to get into such trips in the first place. 

Rolling Stone, the U.S. rock magazine, will be sending out an interviewer to 
stay with me 4 days next month; Paul Williams, who founded Crawdaddy, is the 
interviewer, and he will write a 5 to 6 thousand word piece on me. I find this 
exciting. Also, I’m starting on a screenplay for UBIK, it having been bought for 
the movies. (It is my current opinion that in UBIK | somehow by chance hit 
upon some important truth about the real nature of the universe, and I’ve had 
French people tell me this, but what specifically this insight is, | don’t know. 
Something to do with Plato’s image of the cave, evidently, with Runciter’s break- 
ing through being true reality. We are in a cave, then, in some actual way, but 
what breaks through to us, as Runciter does in the novel? | wish I could say, but 
anyhow it is exciting to think I may have by accident stumbled onto something 
important.) 

Perhaps our pseudo-reality is the enormous Lie, and the breaking-through of 
truth, carried by our friend “who was with us but has died” is the Paraclete him- 
self, informing our souls about the state of things here, and promising us help and 
something better. However, much of the enthusiasm for UBIK comes from Marx- 
ist circles, and they reject this interpretation; several of them, from abroad, have 
flown here to interview me (for Actuel magazine, France) about this. If I even 
seem to be saying that Ubik is God they become furious, and yet their curiosity 
remains. Maybe Lem et al. know something that I don’t— something relating to 
UBIK and to Ubik-the-force. 

Thanks for your advice about my publishing in the U.K. I must ring off, now, 
because my shoulder is weakening fast. I'll be in touch again soon, if possible; I’m 
mending rapidly. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] September 23, 1974 
Dear Ursula, 


] just sent you a big manila envelope of material but I wanted to say this, that 
the 14-page piece [the letter to Louise Zimmerman] is all true, it really did happen to 
me, and it is strange and | can’t fully explain it—which is to say, name who or 
what poured itself into me back in March and is still there, still here, | mean. Still 
in a symbiotic relationship with me. 

Tom Disch came back a couple of weeks ago and I told him about it. He sug- 
gested perhaps it was Elijah who had possessed me, and so I read up on Elijah; 
that explanation fits as well as any other, and so | ran with that until last night 
when, in falling asleep, I thought the words “poros” and “krater,” and then looked 
them up today and sure enough once more, they are Greek words, and words 
which I certainly didn’t know. 

I doubt if Elijah would be ruminating in Greek, but he possibly reappeared 
(after two parts of his spirit returned to Elisha) as John the Baptist and then other 
Essenes; it is probably all one spirit which can divide itself in any fashion it wants 
(like the Advocate which Christ says He will have God send after He, Christ, is 
gone). All these are one; this is a mystery, but to me very exciting. 

The spirit which filled me starting in March was primarily rooted in these 
realities: justice, truth and freedom. His pursuit of the first and his devotion to the 
second is what made Tom Disch think of Elijah, I think. The spirit when he 
arrived here looked around, saw Richard Nixon and those creatures, and was so 
wrath-filled that he never stopped writing letters to Washington until Nixon was 
out. He wrote again and again to Charles Wiggins, for instance—especially him, 
with an enormous intensity. Congressman Wiggins wrote back a long detailed 
answer to each letter; the spirit even wrote to the Wall Street Journal (a letter 
which they printed) informing them that Nixon’s transcripts were self-serving and 
full of lies, and time would reveal this ...as it certainly did. This spirit, very Elijah- 
like but also as Christ spoke of the Advocate being, confuted the lies of the world 
with enormous insight into them; he used legal terms I don’t generally use. You 
wouldn't believe his animosity toward the tyrannies both here and in the USSR; 
he saw them as twin hors of the same evil entity—one vast worldwide state 
whose basic nature was clear to him as being one of slavery, a continuation of 
Rome itself. And he was a foe to that, above all; he saw Caesar once more, and 
himself pitted against that. 

He saw, in fact, all things, and liked very little. He loved our baby, and our 
cat. The Sanskrit words ir and leg came into his mind as indicating the enemy: 
angry body of soldiers. And he taught Tessa a simple code- signal to tell her to 
dummy up when the “ir leg” were present, in any covert form. 

When he realized | didn’t understand Sanskrit he then switched to Greek, 
which by the use of dictionaries | could fathom. Although, I must admit, some of 
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his thoughts (or my thoughts, whatever) remain still cryptic: “The Rhipidon Soci- 
ety and Mr. Carlysle,” or however you spell it. Rhipidon is Greek for fan. I got the 
impression that it is or was a cover for an illegal gambling group of some kind. 
Odd... 

What perhaps is involved here is time travel. The ability by someone, or sev- 
eral someones, far back in the past (circa 600 B.C.) to travel forward through to 
our period, by large leaps, surfacing in one or more of us...in February I had 
major oral surgery, and was home recovering, still under the influence of the 
sodium pentothal, and in severe pain. Tessa phoned the oral surgeon and he 
phoned a pharmacy to send out a pain killer. The doorbell rang and I went, and 
there stood this girl with black, black hair and large eyes very lonely and intense; | 
stood staring at her, amazed, also confused, thinking I’d never seen such a beauti- 
ful girl, and why was she standing there? She handed me the package of medica- 
tion, and I tried to think what to say to her; I noticed, then, a fascinating gold 
necklace around her neck and I said, “What is that? It certainly is beautiful,” just, 
you see, to find something to say to hold her there. The girl indicated the major 
figure in it, which was a fish. “This is a sign used by the early Christians,” she said, 
and then departed. Soon thereafter the dazzling shower of colored graphics 
descended over me in the night, and you know the rest. During the first weeks 
while the spirit was within me in full force I saw, among all the other insights | 
developed, that there are external signals which act on us as disinhibiting stimuli, 
which cause a vast drop in GABA fluid in the brain, releasing (intentionally, as 
with the little creatures) major engramming. Evidently this is what the fish sign 
did to me. In fact I read in one article on brain function that when the inhibiting 
GABA fluid drops quite a bit—which is when an external signal causes major dis- 
inhibition to take place—the person experiences “abstracts much like the modern 
painters have reproduced,” and this does fit my experience. 

I felt, during those initial days, a clear and real sense of being in the hands of 
programming or engramming, from a very early period in my life, probably within 
the first four years of it; | was quite frightened, being unable to grasp what this 
indicated in terms of what it might cause me to do. However, it swiftly informed 
me via written material presented in dream after dream the benign and reassuring 
quality of this Other which I had encountered deep within me—an Other which 
had been slumbering, inhibited by the GABA fluid until the proper signal released 
it to assume parity with me. 

Now we function smoothly in synchronization, but at first ] had to yield to it; 
rapidly it handled my problems in ways | never would have thought of. Resource- 
ful and wise—and concerned always with the general good, not mine alone. Look- 
ing always clearly at the future. 


Love, 
Phil 
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[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] September 23, 1974 
Dear Foxy Blonde Momma, 


Hi, Claudia. This is Phil typing. Sorry about your injury. Aren’t hospital emer- 
gency rooms fun? See enclosed picture of me, which shows my poor attitude. | 
can’t type much, but here goes. 

Hay—fuck. Hey, Claudia! I figured out UBIK. Runciter is, when you think 
about it, “Our good friend who died and we're feeling lost and full of grief, and 
now to our amazement he seems to have turned back somehow from There to 
contact us in order to inform and help us. His reason: he cares about us because 
we were/are his friends.” Claudia, this is . You're right. This is the 
god-who-died-but-turmed-back-for-his-friends. Jesus, Buddha. Any & all of them. 
Now, why is UBIK important? Because it shows that (in purely modern secular 
terms) that Plato was somehow right about us being in a cave and seeing only 
images cast on its walls, not true reality, not reality at all. Runciter breaking 
through to Joe Chip is actual reality; the Paraclete breaking through to us is the 
same. We are in some kind of pseudo-reality; Plato was right. This is, in a way, 
what Jesus is saying in John: He came from actual reality, and then went back, 
proving that our world isn’t all there is—in fact, our world is somehow (are you 
ready?) fake. 

This would explain my experiences from March on. Tom Disch came out 
here early this month, and I told him all about it. He told me that it sounded as if 
Elijah had hopped across time, from the far past, to me. So | read up on Elijah and 
this theory fits, but since Elijah evidently hopped forward in time and entered 
John the Baptist, then it’s all the same thing. This was a time-traveling (sp) enticy, 
] think, surfacing perhaps via the DNA coding in his descendants. This would 
seem to have a small confirm in one dream [| had, which otherwise makes no 
sense. In the dream arrangements are being made for Elisha Hoare-Belisha to get 
a visa for India. (circa 1935.) When | was reading up on Elijah | discovered that it 
was to his friend Elisha that the Prophet sent back two parts of his spirit the first 
time, after he—Elijah—was abruptly taken up to heaven. 

One of the Essene groups mentioned in the Qumram scrolls was called 
“The Sons of the Prophet Elijah.” I think I’m beginning to pin it down, finally. 
The Essenes had somehow found ways to attract Elijah’s spirit, which can be 
divided (as plasmatic energy) into a number of people. This was The Great 
Secret, which Paul refers to when he writes, “Look! I tell you a sacred secret. 
We shall not all sleep in death.” He was speaking literally; it was a—in fact the— 
great sacred secret of the Essenes, their discovery. And what a discovery, to sci- 
entifically attract and nail down that old time traveler which was first called 
Elijah. Who is still with us, Claudia, as ] can attest to. And still furious at injus- 
tice, still as he first was. 
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My shoulder hurts, so I'll ring off. Love to you, sweetheart, and I’m grateful 
to Tom Disch for his suggestions. I think he’s right. 


Love, 
Phil 


P S. Claudia, I forgot to tell you—wow! Outta sight! Rolling Stone is flying Paul 
Williams (who founded Crawdaddy) out here in mid-October to spend four days 
with me interviewing me; he’ll do a 5,000 word piece for them. Too fucking much! 
Paul is an old friend of mine and knows all about me and my writing. I love him. 
He’s the one who gave THE THREE STIGMATA to Tim Leary who gave it to 
John Lennon. I’m back to my old freak days! For a short time I can talk like | 
really do! With my old buddy! Wow! Wow! Heavy! 

I'm so fucking tired of being Mr. Straight. It’s a super nowhere bummer drag. 

By the way—I’m at last getting unsigned hate mail, for my anti-abortion story 
in the current (Oct) F&SE I feel very mellow to get this hate mail. I’ve waited years. 

Paul Williams said once that in my writing I may have changed Western Civi- 
lization. Gee, is that a compliment? 


[TO DOROTHY HUDNER] September 25, 1974 
Dear Dorothy, 


I can’t type much, but I’ve wanted to write you for a long time; gosh, I’ve had 
this throughout August (my shoulder thing) and it'll be months more before | 
have real use back. Anyhow, I hope you’re doing okay in your new place. It sounds 
nice. | may be coming up to Marin County to get Isa one of these days; if so, I'll 
sure try to come by and see you. 

My novel UBIK sold to the movies, and they want me to write the screen- 
play. I'll have to get an electric typewriter, obviously. In other news, Rolling Stone 
magazine is flying out an interviewer in mid-October to stay with us four days to 
do a 5,000 word in-depth interview on me. And next March the academic publi- 
cation S-F Studies will devote an issue to me. So we're into many exciting things. 
Because Tessa has taken such good care of me all during my hospitalization and 
confinement afterward, | got her a horse. 

Our cat Pinky died, but we got two kittens right away. Actually we got a 
puppy and a kitten, but the pup ate everything in the apartment, and | thought 
her too rough with Christopher, so we traded her to a petstore for a kitten; it’s bet- 
ter this way. One kitten is named Ralf Nader; the other is named Sasha. And 
there is a huge black-and-white female cat who lies out on our porch waiting to be 
fed. So we get the use of three cats. 

Tessa got baptized, and while recovering here I took communion, and so 
we Te into church activities, to a certain extent. Most of the time we play with 
Chris and the two kittens; Tessa tends her tiny garden out on the patio. The 
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weather has been hot with lots of smog. We’ve got the flu, but I always have the 
flu. It’s part of life. 

Well, my shoulder hurts—muscle cramp—so | must quit. Take care of your- 
self, Dorothy, and we think about you a lot and hope you are okay. I'll write again, 
especially when we get more pictures. 


[TO FATHER SMITH] September 25, 1974 
Dear Father Smith, 


When I was in St. Jude I told you about a story | had written which spoke out 
strongly against abortions. Here, now, is that story, “The Pre-Persons,” in the 
enclosed magazine. There are a number of vulgarities in the speech of the characters 
in the story, but this is because I wished to show the nature of the times. I am sure 
you will feel in this story my overwhelming aversion to abortion, and in the story I 
set forth many of my reasons for such an aversion. By the way: I’ve already begun to 
receive unsigned hate mail regarding this story. I’ve had stories and novels published 
for twenty-two years, but never received unsigned hate mail before. Frankly, this 
delights me; I know I am doing God’s work, if such people are made angry at me. 

Father, when I saw you in the hospital, you gave me spiritual help which has 
not worn off. Thank you so much, and thank you, too, for the blessings you gave 
both me and my little son. 


With deepest affection, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ANTHEA TROUGHTON, September 26, 1974 
assistant, Eyre Methuen Ltd., London] 


Dear Anthea Troughton, 


Thank you so much for sending me the copy of Brian Aldiss’s Introduction 
to my novel MARTIAN TIME-SLIP I must say that it is an extraordinary piece 
that Mr. Aldiss has done here; he has given me more insight into my own writing 
than I ever had before, and an insight which | would otherwise, I am sure, have 
not ever gotten. And it is a view of my work which is accurate, I think, and 
breathtaking, and fills me with a certain new respect for my own work; Mr. Aldiss 
has given me a treasured present, here: to make it possible for me at last to see 
what I have accomplished over these many years—and where | have failed. 

This piece of Mr. Aldiss’s consists of that precise piece which I would like to 
be known by. I cannot thank him and you enough, and | would certainly say that 
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if he can do as well with other writers as he has done with me, then you possess a 
unique critic, one such as I did not know existed. Please, if you will, let him know 
how delighted—and awed—I am. I see my own soul exposed, and gladly. 

To turn to smaller matters; yes, the payment matter has been long since 
cleared up. Thank you. And thank you for going ahead with the dedication I sent. 

At your request I am sending a photograph, here enclosed. In it, | think, | 
resemble George V; do you not agree? 

It will be exciting to see the prepublication copy of my book; all reports indi- 
cate that you are doing a bang-up job. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO GAIL GIFFORD, Universal City Studios] September 26, 1974 
Dear Gail Gifford, 


In February you were kind enough to send me publicity stills of Kay Lenz and 
to let me know that if 1 needed anything more to feel free to call you. Okay, this 
all may have paid off. My science fiction novel UBIK has been purchased for 
motion picture use, and to my delight I'll be doing the screenplay. In discussing 
casting, the director asked me for my suggestions; the only strong push ] made in 
terms of the female roles was for Kay Lenz, and he flew out of here with the L.A. 
Times article on her that | had to give him. 

Rough draft on the screenplay is due in January, and what | want to find out 
is whether Ms. Lenz is fully working over the next year or so, or if she might be 
interested in this. I told my director frankly that I would tailor a characterization 
after Ms. Lenz, since my admiration of her work is so great, but before I get past 
the point of no return I really should find out if she would be available. 

My director, when he is back from the film festival in New York that’s coming 
up soon, will undoubtedly be contacting either Ms. Lenz or her agent. But if you 
could let me know about her possible availability I’d appreciate it. | have other 
films either optioned or in the process of becoming optioned, but I do think truly 
that there is a good part for Ms. Lenz in UBIK, so please let me know, or if you 
could, pass this letter on to someone who could. 

Thank you, and I will hope to hear one way or the other soon. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] September 26, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Well, Jean-Pierre, the French director who bought UBIK, phoned to say, 
“Get started on the screenplay; I’m signing the contracts.” And then he told me 
he found out that U.A. was intending to buy UBIK but he just beat them out. ] 
phoned my agent in N.Y., but he knew this already. We’re really wheeling & deal- 
ing; my agent then told me that a producer is taking out an option on THE 
THREE STIGMATA. I told him, then, that Berkley Books had entirely sold out 
their printing of MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE and had already reprinted it. He 
told me that in two years I would have something out as well known as 2001 and 
be making four times what I’m making now. I told him about the 5,000 word piece 
on me coming up in Rolling Stone. He told me that both Penguin and Gollanz in 
the U.K. are republishing MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE. I told him that the 
interviewer from R.S. had told me that UBIK is considered, in France, to be of 
incredible and unique worth. | did not tell him, however, that Frank Coppola of 
The Godfather has now read UBIK for Jean-Pierre and agrees that it is (one) very 
good and (two) will make heavy bread and (three) he may get into the production 
of it, because Jean-Pierre made me promise not to tell and ] gave my word. 

Tessa calls me “My husband the screen writer.” She has gone off to ride the 
horse I bought her. I am writing to you because *sigh* you're the only one who 
understands me. (Please don't disagree.) 

As you know, Claudia, I am convinced that UBIK is true, even though when 
I wrote it I thought it was fiction. I am wondering if Lem knows it’s true, or did | 
conjecture that to you already? | conjecture so much ...anyhow, it is true, the 
question being, What is Ubik and who is Runciter and what do the breakthroughs 
of information mean in terms of our world such as I have experienced? | had a 
dream the other night (since going into the hospital in early August the dreams or 
“dreams” have become even more powerful and extraordinary and meaningful) 
that made me realize that one thing is certain: | am in touch with a reality more 
physically real than ours, more profound, more stable, more actual. This is super 
reality breaking through. It is more real than this reality and it is alive. It is also 
benign and it possesses wisdom beyond our ability to measure. It is also consider- 
ate, gracious, and very very patient. 

Perhaps these are visions of the future; in that case, this other more stable 
universe lies in our future. The closest paradigm | know of is this: it is like an alter- 
nate present breaking through, as I’ve so often written about in my s-f. Tessa’s the- 
ory is the best I’ve heard, better than mine: this alternate reality is being or will be 
superimposed on ours, not in the future but from outside time so that the superim- 
position takes place throughout our entire time, throughout our total history, past 
and present and future. I am catching a glimpse of it in my “dreams,” and I’m sure 
others are—in the current pop song “After the Goldrush” by a group called Pre- 
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lude there is a concise, accurate description of it, beginning where my vision 
placed at the end of FLOW MY TEARS (the band of knights in armor arriving) 
left off; the song lyrics finish this vision, and I recognized it as soon as [ heard it. 
“To our new home in the sun,” the lyrics end, and this is precisely it. This is our 
new home that is being fashioned, and at the risk of irking you, I will quote you a 
passage from the Bible, by a very early prophet who I think had similar visions, 
which puts it even better perhaps than any of us ever will: 

“This is what the Lord Jehovah has said: ‘... Here | am creating new heavens 
and a new earth; and the former things will not be called to mind, neither will 
they come up into the heart.’ ” Isaiah 65:13,17. 

This is what the whole scriptures is about, this vision; this is the truth we’re sup- 
posed to know. Speaking in a secular fashion we can regard it, like I said, as a sort of 
alternate present, but also it is an alternate past, too, so it is, really, an alternate uni- 
verse. As Tessa said, though, I don’t think this one will be abolished; when the other 
is superimposed the totality of both will in fact be the “new heavens and the new 
earth” which Isaiah spoke of. And we will forget the heartaches we have had, as I've 
done since March; they will somehow be justified, in the fashion I’ve described. 

I think of this justification like they do with lines of type: it'll all come out 
even, suddenly. Add up right. 

If | wasn’t handling my business affairs—and my other “real” problems—so 
well I’d think I’d flipped out. But I do lead a weird life, both inner and outer. 
Other day | got a letter from Germany. It was from Willi Brandt. Now, if I casually 
said, “Hey, | got a letter from Willi Brandt the other day” to someone, that would 
strike them as grandiose and nuts as anything I could say, I think. (You should see 
the typestyle he uses. Big as handprinted woodblock letters. Wow.) 

Recall in MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE... Juliana informs Abendsen at 
the end that his book, THE GRASSHOPPER LIES HEAVY, is true. (Because he 
used the I CHING in his writing. So do I.) Accidentally, he wrote about an alter- 
nate universe that is really true. But so is his as well; so is ours, which is a third 
one. Maybe I did the same with UBIK. While I was in the hospital in August ] 
met a dude who was with the Special Forces in ’Nam and had contacts with the 
CIA; he was a demolition expert, blew up people. From my description of the hit 
on my house he was able to tell me for sure that a military (government, i.e.) plas- 
tic explosive was used. “Did it ever occur to you that it was the government who 
did it?” he asked. His acute suggestions, when he learned my trade, was that in my 
writing | had somehow put forth something that was actually true, believing it to 
be fiction; this got the authorities interested, since they knew it was true and won- 
dered what I knew, the background for the novel. Perhaps the novel involved is 
UBIK. Both the U.S. and the Soviet authorities interested ...] mean, an awful lot 
of Marxists from abroad have been flying here to query me on and on about UBIK 
and what it means and where did | get the idea, etc? Jean-Pierre is within that cat- 
egory. Anyhow, so much for paranoia. What is more important is that | know 
UBIK is somehow true; that’s the real point. 

Claudia, the eeriest thing of all, to me, is this: starting in March when this all 
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began with me, among all the many other things I did that I never did before, | 
began to perform certain strange rites (no other word will do) that I did not in any 
fashion understand. Recently, while reading John Allegro’s THE SACRED MUSH- 
ROOM AND THE CROSS, based on his own translation of the Qumran Dead Sea 
Scrolls, he describes secret practices of the Essenes, secret until he himself translated 
the scrolls, and what I was doing, these peculiar rites, are rites which the Essenes per- 
formed. Part of their sacred mushroom rituals, to entice the god to possess them (i.e. 
Elijah). And one of the Greek words I dreamed, psychrope, is used in the New Testa- 
ment to mean “cold water,” and these peculiar archaic rites ] was doing involved 
cold water, always co!d showering-down dew-like water. 

And remember | used to go outside at night (did | mention that?) and look 
up at the stars and yearn for a certain moist, cold air? In Allegro’s book he says: 
“We noticed this passage previously when discussing the mushroom as the ‘Morn- 
ing Star,’ germinated by the dew that fell from Venus before the dawn. It was 
pointed out there that the Rephaim were those ‘cast down from heaven,’ identi- 
fied with the fallen angels of Genesis. According to the Bible, these ‘sons of God’ 
were seduced by the beauty of mortal women and begot a race of supermen.” 
p.175. The “previous passage” is from Isaiah: “O dwellers in the dust, awake and 
sing for joy! For thy dew is a dew of light, and on the land of the shades 
(Rephaim) thou wilt let it fall.” This is the quote, by the way, which Angus Taylor 
uses as his tag for his article on me; it characterizes me and my view and writing, 
he feels. Anyhow: “In a very special way, then, the sacred fungus was the offspring 
of the Morning Star, as Jesus proclaims himself to be the mystic. It thus had the 
unique ability of forming a bridge between man and god, being not entirely divine 
nor yet merely mortal. It gave men the power to become for a little while like the 
gods, ‘Knowing good and evil.’ ” p.112. And: “To raise these dormant spirits of the 
dead (Rephaim) was the way to enlightenment ...In the New Testament it is 
called ‘Speaking in tongues.’ ” p.175. 

The Sumerians believed in the “oceans of knowledge” either below or above 
the earth, anyhow not here where we can tap them. The spirits of the dead 
(Rephaim) in rising and/or falling touch these seas, and if we could attract one of 
the Rephaim we could learn this knowledge. There is no rational explanation as 
to why I would be acting out these psychrope mushroom rites without ever having 
known of them; I now know the purpose of these rites, from reading John Allegro. 
Needless to say, Jim Pike knew all this before his death—and if the above beliefs 
were true, certainly thereafter. 

I hope I’m not in over my head. Look what happened to Nietzche. (sp & 
fuck it.) I'll just keeping watching TV and playing with my baby and the kittens 
and admiring my wife and try to hang on. But I think it’s okay; that which 2,000 
years ago was archane [sic], set apart, may now be settling over us naturally, as the 
two universes coincide. 


Love, 
Phil 
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(TO GEORGE ERNSBERGER, editor, Berkley Books] September 30, 1974 
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Dear George, 


Yes indeed, I’ve written a new novel, and Scott sold it to Doubleday on the 
basis of the first five chapters and outline—for only $2,500 advance. After FLOW 
MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID sold so well I decided to buy the new 
one, called A SCANNER DARKLY, back from Doubleday and sell it elsewhere, 
knowing I could get more. Doubleday is currently offering a greater advance in 
order to hang onto ASCANNER DARKLY; I am told Scott is talking to them, 
and they are talking to Bob Mills, my new agent, since once | buy it back I can 
remarket it through Bob. 

Doubleday has offered more but not enough more, in my opinion. SCAN- 
NER is based on years of research | did, firsthand, in the drug subculture, and 
Scott described it (really) as the best I’d done; this is why $2,500 just wasn’t and 
isn’t enough. 

The novel is finished, but I’m not turning it over to Doubleday unless they 
abrogate and recontract much more favorably; Larry Ashmead, who is an old 
friend of mine (over ten years), wrote to appeal to me to stay with Doubleday and 
let them repurchase SCANNER, but I’ve got a wife and baby to feed, and frankly, 
the novel is worth much, much mote. It packs a punch like no s-f novel I’ve ever 
written or read: a study of brain-damage of a special sort, with the most bizarre 
results to the characters involved. 

If you're interested you might talk to Scott as well as to Bob Mills. I’m not 
sure what Doubleday has gone up to now advance-wise; Scott would know. Or 
anyhow he should. 

I understand MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE is selling good; correct? 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO CHARLES L. GRANT] September 30, 1974 
Dear Mr. Grant, 


Maybe you can help me—I seem to have been dropped from SFWA evi- 
dently for nonpayment of dues. I sent the dues a couple times to SFWA officers 
but the letters were returned. Whom do | send dues to? Enclosed you'll find my 
check for $12.50, which I believe to be the correct amount; if you could send it 
on, or give me the information | need, I'd appreciate it very much. The nitwit who 
has his address in the SFWA Directory as “Funnyfarm” shouldn’t be a SFWA offi- 
cer if his sense of humor is more important to him than being available to the 
membership for such purposes as this. 
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Thank you for any help you can give me. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO ROSICRUCIAN SUPPLY BUREAU] September 30, 1974 


Dear Sirs: 


Please send me the following items: 


Conscious Interlude G637 $ 4.95 
Cosmic Consciousness G61 5 4.50 
Leisure Hour Series-A G87-A 2.25 
Mystical Life of Jesus G503 4.95 
Secret Doctrines of Jesus G504 4.95 
Sepher Yezirah G525 1.95 
Thousand Years of Yesterdays G506 4.25 
Herb Packet S60 1.40 
Incense Burner S13 5.25 
Sanctum Set S66 15.25 
subtotal 49.70 
sales tax 2.98 
registered mail cost 95 
total $53.63 


Enclosed you will find my check for this sum: $53.63. Thank you very much. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO BRUCE GILLESPIE} September 30, 1974 


Dear Bruce, 


Someday | should publish the exchange of letters which passed between me 
and Lem; in them | artfully try to find some way to obtain some sort of financial 
recompense for UBIK (after all, this is my profession and my only source of 
income), and Lem finds ever new ways to evade me—with success for him, finally, 
after all my efforts. 

I was badly burned; no trip, no royalties, nothing for me, just the realization 
that the fact that someone who praises your writing is not necessarily your friend. 

I’m not sure, really, that Lem is anybody’s friend; I think he is incredibly 
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ambitious, and without ethics of any sort. As to the content of his critical pieces, 
frankly I find them fairly good; I would be myself without ethics if ] attacked his 
published writing just because he swindled me in a business transaction. The two 
must be kept separate. I do think, though, as I said in Vertex, there is in Lem’s fic- 
tion an ugly inhumane vacuum, which troubles me and reminds me of certain psy- 
chotic personalities—a dehumanization which is quite unpleasant, and is, in some 
respects, the most ominous element in modern science fiction. Whether Lem pan- 
ders to this vacuity of affect deliberately, or whether his own personality and/or 
ideology prevents him from being conscious of it, I don’t know. I do feel, though, 
in terms of my own distinction between the “human” and the “android,” as 
expressed in my Vancouver speech (which SFC published), Lem as he comes 
across in his writing beyond doubt fits the android category—frighteningly so. In 
receiving letters directly from him I at no time felt an authentic living person at 
the other end; I sensed only a clanking, shrilling, flapping construct, and even at 
first, when my naive hopes were high for a trip to Poland and so forth, I was 
chilled. “This is not a man,” | thought. “This is—” But it is hard to say. Not gra- 
cious or flexible. Not so much a computer, though, which might come to mind, 
but something concealed behind a high wall, as the | CHING puts it, peering to 
see what it regards as its enemy, always wary, always armed. Always seeking to win. 

Lem, I guess, in his own hostile value system, won over me; he got UBIK 
free. But the community of friends which | believed all of us s-f people are, in all 
countries—Lem wishes to be a part of it only as a teaching machine which 
informs us; he accepts no feedback and feels aware of no equals to himself. This 
would be fine if he knew everything, had all the virtues which exist; in short, if 
Lem were perfect in every regard the haughty position which he takes might be 
more logical. But like all of us Lem is fragile, and his vast ego, one day, will shatter 
at the foot of that wall. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO KAY LENZ] October 1, 1974 
Dear Kay Lenz: 


I’m enclosing a letter from my agent to me which fairly well explains what 
I’m into and why I might be writing to you. Yesterday I talked to your agent on the 
phone and | understand you're tied up for the next year, but as | told him, I want 
you very much for the lead female réle in the film of UBIK. It’s a good part. 

Herb Molina asked for a copy of the novel; we've tied up all our copies 
among us, but I’ve ordered ten from a bookdealer and I would very much like to 
send one on to you when I have it. This should not be a clumsy, funky movie; it 
should be heavy and funny and unusual and beautiful, unlike any science fiction 
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film ever made. The novel, by the way, is regarded in France as the best of the 
U.S. science fiction novels. Maybe after our film they'll think that here. 

My director, Jean-Pierre Gorin, said he would be contacting you, and of 
course it is he who’s into this part of it all—he’s been talking to a number of 
actors for the two male réles. Because he’s from France he’s not familiar with your 
work, which is why I went ahead myself and contacted your agent. Legally, accord- 
ing to my contracts, I have no power regarding casting, but so far Jean-Pierre has 
at least talked it over with me, if not asked my opinion outright. I really think you 
are superb, beyond measure, unique in your field, and no aspect of making this 
film would mean more to me than to get you for the rdle of Pat Conley. As I told 
your agent, in doing the screenplay I want to reshape the part with you in mind. 
I’m sure when he’s seen your work he'll agree with me, but he is a tough guy. Still, 
it is my novel and my screenplay. I hold some cards. 

Herb said you’d be in New York for a while and then back here. Jean-Pierre 
flies down here every week or so and what we should do is get together, as Herb 
said; my due-date on the rough draft was changed today from January 31 to 
December 31, so there is a time factor—not too nice for me, but it means this is 
picking up momentum. Could you let me know when you're back in town and I'll 
try to get you together with Jean-Pierre? (By the way—Rolling Stone will be inter- 
viewing me in mid-October, a good long piece, and we should get some good pub- 
licity for the film in it. That’s where I’d like most to get it.) 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO JOANNA RUSS, returned to PKD unopened] October 3, 1974 


Dear Joanna, 


I’m sorry to see you spew such hate at me, but I can’t really say I’m surprised. 
At least your letter was signed. It is precisely this kind of hate which I felt to be 
there in so many people—not “so many women,” as perhaps you would expect me 
to say, but people; after all, in my story, the worst person was a man: the driver of 
the abortion truck. 

How little good comes of raging abuse, really, Joanna, except as I said in my 
Vertex letter, to wake up the placid types such as Poul. I, who am already awake, 
only am more confirmed in my opinion that it is this very hate which justifies such 
polemical stories as “The Pre-Persons” which are attempts to portray that hate— 
hate for the small and weak, but I guess, too, hate for men because they in fact are 
not small and weak but rather large and strong. | see people like you in the center: 
hating what is smaller, hating what is larger, but hating, hating, hating. And always 
raging. I would fear to be an embryo in your womb, Joanna; I’m sure my fate 
would be sealed.... 
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There are in this world unfit women and there are fit men, whether you like 
it or not. If you feel you “must live always armed and on guard against all men” | 
suggest that what you're really saying is that you must take this overfortified 
stance against all life—hating everything that moves, fearing and mistrusting— 
“The Empty Fortress,” which is as I’m sure you know a metaphor for autism. How- 
ever, it can hardly be my fault that you are totally defended against penetration by 
any male. This calcified form must have reached its state long ago... “biological 
life goes on,” as a friend once said to me about someone we knew who was on her- 
oin, “but the soul has died.” What I have done to you, Joanna, if anything, if there 
is any viability in you at this point in terms of reception from outside your own 
head, is to inform you that all is not perfect in the kingdom of the deaf and dumb 
and blind. Sorry about that ... but now it’s time to go visit with my year-old son 
Christopher, who likes to know and hear and see and discover what’s going on in 
the world around him, and smiles with joy to see both of us, his mother and dad. 


Cordially, 
Phil 


[TO MIKE BAILEY] October 3, 1974 
Dear Mike, 


Hi there, ol’ Mike. Look: you'll find enclosed herewith an exchange of letters 
between me and Joanna Russ, first hers to me, then mine to her. Go ahead and 
publish them. I think the world (sic) should like how Joanna feels, especially 
about beating up people who express opinions contrary to hers. 

When I wrote back to her I was tempted to say, “Oh yeah? You and who 
else?” If this isn’t the bigot incarnate: talking about beating up those whom you 
disagree with ... well, her letter speaks for itself, as 1 hope does mine. | see the 
ghosts of brownshirts breaking the heads of everyone not a Nazi Party member... 
this is the Beast back, raving and ranting, ready to kill. 


With warm regards, 
Phil Dick 


PS. I wouldn’t worry about Joanna bringing legal action against you for publishing 
her letter without her permission; after all (one) you’re in another country, and 
(two) her ill-disguised threat to beat me up is far more actionable, and its inclu- 
sion in her letter would certainly cause a court of law to consider me justified in 
asking you to publish it; after all, Joanna might get me, and no one would ever 
know who did it, since dead s-f writers write no tales. 
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[TO PAUL WILLIAMS] October 5, 1974 
Dear Paul, 


Here’s your copy of the CONFESSIONS contract back. Wow, I’m really 
excited about the way the book will look; thank you so much for sending me the 
opening. I think it will eventually, although slowly, become a classic like the 
TROPICs. We will all be remembered and huge statues will be built (long after it 
doesn’t matter to us, however). But it’ll please our children, who will be able to fig- 
ure out what Dad did for a living. 

Am looking forward to your phonecall—I’m working my ass off on the UBIK 
screenplay, so if I sound tired it’s because of that. I’m deep into it already and 
enjoying every minute. 

Did you know that UBIK is true and we’re in a sort of cave, like Plato said, 
and they’re showing us endless funky films? And now and then reality breaks 
through, as in UBIK, from our friend who was here once and then died, but has 
turned back? Remind me to expound on that when you get here. 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] [undated, circa mid-October, 1974] 


In another part of the forest. 
Dear Claudia, 


Your letter tore me apart because I’ve been writing letters to a chick named 
Kathy (what the hell, Cathy - Kathy, it’s basically the same) ever since I left Marin 
County in Feb 1972. She was the girl I loved. In my Vancouver speech it’s she 
who stole the Coke bottles. She was supposed to go to Vancouver with me (see let- 
ter in S.E Commentary that goes with the speech). After I came down here to Ful- 
lerton, Kathy came down once and stayed with me two days and then left; that 
was May 1972. I’ve received one tiny pencil-written letter since saying she would 
write more regularly; since then nothing. Not ever hearing from Kathy has been 
the saddest thing that ever happened to me, and the most perplexing. Why 
doesn’t she write? What happened? Is she okay? Back in Marin County she was 
my best friend; we took care of each other. I keep thinking maybe she’s dead or in 
jail or worse. (Married, probably.) Anyhow, there’ve been many, many letters from 
me to Kathy, yards & yards of them, full of love and pain and then growing anger 
and perplexity and finally near madness. | think every letter to every woman, now, 
is in a sense a further letter to Kathy, a trying to reestablish communication. I may 
be hearing regularly from God or Elijah or Jim Pike, but I sure as hell am not hear- 
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ing from Katherine. But it is there in the back of my mind, that hope; maybe some 
day— 

I think if I ever lost touch with reality it would begin with thinking about 
Kathy again, consciously, getting up in the morning and sitting there saying, 
“Why?” I guess each of us has a kathy in his or her life, a phantasm from the past, 
a fata morgana that still hovers, ready to slip in and take over the mind in a 
moment of despair or weakness. I look around me at Tessa, my son Christopher, 
the screenplay I’m writing, everything I’ve got, and like God said when He saw the 
universe | feel about it that it’s good, but then like today when I read your letter, 
the dream you had...Claudia, you and I certainly have a strange relationship, 
especially when asleep. I wonder whether our psyches somehow mingle on some 
deep universal level. I’m not willing to say that you esped my unconscious preoc- 
cupation, but it is strange, and this isn’t the first time, is it? 

You're not a kathy-figure to me, though, because she has/had black hair. 
That’s how you tell people apart: by their hair color. 

You're right about the force Ubik, since the part you quoted says what it is. 
There’s no mystery. I keep asking questions I’ve already answered. By the way, | 
just finished rereading UBIK for the first time since I wrote it (circa 1968) and |] 
found that a number of my post-March dreams are absolutely for sure scenes from 
the book, down to the last detail. If | had a better memory I'd have realized it 
sooner. Well, all I can say is what I said; there is an airtight and super-close rela- 
tionship between UBIK, Ubik, Phildick and my post-March experiences. | don’t 
know what I can add (but I’m sure I'll think of something). In a way the dream | 
cherish the most is the one in which I carefully memorized the laugh of J. S. Bach 
and did it for people, but no one thought it amusing. Except of course me. 

Yeah, Runciter was the leader of a small band of people (ten) and they 
depended on him and he suddenly died, and they stood around confused and grief- 
stricken, and then to their surprise they found the tomb empty (no half-life, in 
other words) and at first they said, “It’s even worse than we had feared,” and then 
suddenly they understood—by virtue of the fact of encountering him unexpect- 
edly. 

Tessa lit her cigarette from my votive candle the other day. I think I’ve had 
it. It’s the same one the glass holder of which blew up and | stepped on the broken 
pieces and the cat died of cancer and | dislocated my shoulder. (I dreamed, the 
night the cat died, that he was in a big vacant field up high on Laurel Canyon 
Drive with tall grass way over his head and lots to do, and a Mrs. Donlevy was tak- 
ing care of him, and she was so tall all he could see was her shoes and stockings. 
And the next night 1 dreamed about the booklet which comes with the record 
album of Don Pasquale. The booklet had five guitar strings stretched tight at the 
end, like a cat’s cradle. Since don was the connective word between the two 
dreams | researched it, and it means God. Pinky is with Mrs. God, wandering 
about in the Elysian Vacant Lot. Or maybe | told you already.) 

That Sunday night, four days before Pinky died, he and Tessa and I were 
lying on the bed in the bedroom, and I saw pale white light filling the room, even 
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distributed, and | saw Pinky sitting inert and exposed, like a decoy duck, floating 
forever, and | got incredibly frightened and kept saying, “Death is in the room! I’m 
going to die!” | began to pray frantically, in Latin, for almost half an hour. 1 knew 
Pinky couldn't see it; | alone could. Death was there, but I thought it was for me. | 
knew Pinky and I would be separated. “Within the next four days,” | said to Tessa. 
“Death will strike.” She said, “You’re nuts.” Later that night I dreamed that a ter- 
rific gunshot was fired at me, deafeningly; when the smoke cleared, I was okay but 
a woman, Close by me, lay torn open and dying. I went for help. Three days later 
Pinky was dead, of massive—and unsuspected to us—cancer. He never com- 
plained; he never let on. I miss him. But from my dreams | know he’s okay. And 
the evening he died, while I was in the bathroom, | felt a firm hand on my shoul- 
der; I was sure Tessa had come into the room behind me, and | turned to ask her 
why. No one was there. It was the touch of my friend, on his departure; he had 
paused a moment to say goodbye. 

Well, about Tim Leary. He rattled on to me, at me, whatever, to the phone | 
mean on the phone from Canada but I don’t recall what he said about THE 
THREE STIGMATA, except that he gushed enthusiasm, and he gave me his 
supersecret phonenumber and invited me over (to their Berkeley place). He said 
John Lennon was at that moment in the other room reading it (it was Lennon’s 
suite and Lennon’s phonebill). I wish there were more to this story, but that’s it, 
unless I lie, which I tend not to do any more. 

I am glad your graduate department is going crackers and | suggest you lay 
this description of me on them which appears in the current issue of Actuel: 

“Dick ressemble a un gros bébé barbu, visage poupin a la Orson Welles, che- 
mise ouverte sur une toison grisonnante, confortable abdomen do beveur de 
biére.” 

In the specific article on me, the subdivisions are: (in huge type) 

Le chaos 

Lacide 

Le suicide 

Les machines 

La société totalitaire 

La paranoia 

Isn't that me, Claudia, right down to the last jot and tittle? They sure got it 
right! I can dig it! To that | add: 

La folie 

But I guess that’s covered by La paranoia. | guess I can’t improve their list. 
Well, I tried. How about La overworked and Les underpaid. Speaking of that, my 
director phoned from Berkeley (all the bad news comes from my past) to say he 
amended my screenplay contract when he signed it so that the rough draft is due 
December 31, not one month later, since Frank Coppola or Copolla or whatever 
wants it fast. Okay, I said, in the fashion that Joe Chip would have. Then Kay 
Lenz’ agent phoned (I had written to Universal asking if she were free to take on 
work during the next year, since | want her to play the réle of Pat in UBIK) and 
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he badgered me on and on, like my own agent does. He wants me to send him a 
copy of UBIK now. The bigtime, Claudia, is a lot of haaaard work. I got to wrap a 
whole goddam paperback book and then mail it off, and for what? A vague future 
at the most. 

By the way—I’ve discovered that the whole end portion of UBIK is not any 
good and I've totally revised it for the screenplay, starting from the moment Joe 
Chip spots Ella walking along the sidewalk. What I’m adding is so outta sight you 
wouldn't believe it. I just hope my director believes it. I’d hate to have such a neat- 
o idea for revising the plot of UBIK and have it go nowhere (my dreams assisted 
me in these revisions, but not the one about memorizing J. S. Bach’s inimitable 
laugh). 

Love to you, and let me know which evening you're free so | can take you 
out and we can tie one on, or whatever the expression is. 


Love, 


Phil 


PS. I forgot the P S. Sorry. When the Other overwhelmed me in mid-March, one 
of the things it/I/we did, besides throwing out all poisons and suspected poisons in 
the house (medicines and tobacco, etc) was to throw out the I CHING, as I may 
have mentioned. Well, when my director was down here with one of his money- 
men, that personage murmured thoughtfully, “You know, UBIK is a lot like the | 
CHING,” to which Jean-Pierre agreed. | did not understand, but naturally agreed, 
in order to ponder this later. | still don’t understand it, but maybe I had gotten 
into this post-March space from all my years (fourteen) of using the I CHING; I’m 
accustomed to being addressed by the universe in the form of verbal in fact writ- 
ten print-outs. 

To them, I suggested the following, as a means of contacting Ubik or God or 
whatever; you buy a box of that breakfast cereal in the form of edible letters (semi- 
edible), and then after you pour milk on your little plastic bowl of them you watch 
and see which letters swim up to the surface to form what words. They had to 
admit that as a way of contacting God and getting His message, I had managed to 
put my finger on (or spoon into) the link between the antique methods and the 
plastic new. “Would make a great scene in the movie,” they said. Maybe it would. 

(I now think of an even more base method, or as Lem would put it, more 
trashy. In Vancouver I saw a Preparation H ad reading: “We take a sitting ova- 
tion.” Okay, I’d have Joe Chip riding in a bus and see an ad reading: “Stand up, 
stand up for Jesus’ sake, Ye soldiers of the cross. Preparation H.”) 

Want to know one revision for UBIK? As you may recall, Ella, in cold-pac, 
mentions having seen the smoky red light, meaning she is about to pass through 
the B.T. existence to be reborn into another womb. At the end, when she and Joe 
Chip are walking through downtown Des Moines and it’s late at night, they see a 
porno flick theater illuminated by red neon signs, and Ella feels the impulse to go 
in. Joe, peering past the turngate, sees glimpses of revolting obscene sexual freeze 
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frames, and balks, unable to understand why Ella would want to go see such a 
barfy film. This is, of course, the doorway to rebirth of which she has already spo- 
ken, but she doesn’t realize it; she says, “Okay, go have a drink somewhere and I'll 
meet you afterward.” Of course there will be no afterward; he won't see her again 
because she won't be coming back out. 

I tell my ideas badly. Anyhow it is not symbolism because she does go in and 
she does not return; it’s real, a real one-way gate. You can’t walk through a symbol. 

I wish Kathy would write me. (Maybe she’s lost the power to write. Maybe 
she’s in a nursing home, paralyzed. Maybe—etc.) 


*You and your dream* 


[TO THOMAS M. DISCH] Friday [probably October 18, 1974] 


Dear Tom, 


Here are the best of the pictures Tessa took that night. I’m not sending the 
bad ones. 

We just learned that our baby has to have minor surgery next week—a birth 
defect previously undisclosed. So | postponed the Rolling Stone interview. First 
ghins first—what? “ghins”? [ mean, first things first. The reviewer has a little year 
old boy of his own, so he understands. 

As I told you, I finished the rough draft of my screenplay—in 3 weeks rather 
than 3 months. When the director flew down here on Monday he only hoped I’d 
actually started. When I handed him the 210 page completed script, he started to 
cry. It turns out that his whole career depends on this, on my getting the screen- 
play done. | hadn’t realized how much of his own career depended on me. So I’m 
glad I got it done for him. 

The two cats Ralph and Sasha say hello. 

Can you imagine coming out of major surgery on your right arm and typing 
210 pages in 3 weeks? 

Let’s see... in other news, Tessa’s horse fell asleep while she was riding him 
and he fell down; she barely escaped alive, and came home covered with dirt. 

What’s new with you? I sure hope you do move down here, Tom; I’ve really 
missed out, and it was outta sight to see you again. Hey, if you do move down, you 
can come with me when they go to film the movie. They’re going to film it here in 
California. It looks as if Al Pacino will for sure play the lead role. There’s going to 
be a write-up in Variety about it. 

Let me know what’s doing with you, and wish Christopher luck on his sur- 
gery, which comes next Thursday. Tessa is very nervous, but I’m sure it'll all be 
okay. 


Best, 
Phil Dick 


[TO AN EX-GIRLFRIEND] October 21, 1974 


Dear Francie, 


I’ve tried again and again to get hold of you via phone—has your mother 
told you? I left my number with her, but you never phoned me back. Today I 
found this box number, thought I’d try once more. 

If you get this, please phone me, collect: 714-524-7306. I do so much want to 
talk to you. Okay? So much to tell you... 


Love, 
Phil Dick 


(TO DONALD WOLLHEIM] October 22, 1974 
Dear Don: 


Thanks for the nice letter. I’m very pleased that WE CAN BUILD YOU will 
be coming out again as you describe. As to the blurb: yes, “San Rafael” should be 
changed to “Fullerton,” as you suggest. You might, if you want, cause the sentence 
to read as follows: 

He currently makes his home in Fullerton, California, which is near Disney- 
land, a place he finds disturbingly real. 

As to the dedication on the copyright page; yes, please remove the old dedi- 
cation and insert this instead: 

To Robert and Ginny Heinlein, whose kindness to us meant more than ordi- 
nary words can answel. 

Don, you ask about me writing something new for DAW. My plans (I had a 
novel in progress, as a matter of fact) were very abruptly aborted back in July, 
when I dislocated my right shoulder and had to have reconstructive surgery. It'll 
be almost a full year before I have complete use of my arm back ...so regretfully | 
must admit that I really cannot promise to produce much for a while. However, | 
may do better than they expect, and | do thank you for asking and will see if ] can 
later on. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO PETER NICHOLLS] October 22, 1974 


Dear Peter Nicholls, 

To take the points of your letter in order: yes, my health has been bad—I was 
in the hospital this August for surgery, but I’ve been mending since. Unless unfore- 
seen health consequences turn up, I’m sure I can fly to the U.K. in March. But we 
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must take into account that 1 am under a doctor’s care, and there is always the 
sad possibility of an unfortunate surprise. Bearing this in mind, if you wish to go 
ahead, then: 

(a) March 19th is satisfactory to me as a planned date. 

(b) The fee of £70 plus air fare is satisfactory for the 5,000 to 7,000 word lec- 
ture and written form sale. 

(c) Yes, the general topic “Man, Android and Machine’ is fine. 

I hope this does get to you by November first. I’ve delayed because | didn’t 
want to answer until ] was more sure—but my health, as I say, appears to be mend- 
ing. As to plane fare, I would appreciate if you would book passage there at your 
end. And I do intend to stay on there in London for a time, so if you could 
arrange accommodations for me, I’d appreciate it. I just completed the rough draft 
of a screenplay for UBIK, under contract to a very fine French director, and so | 
should have enough money to stay on in the U.K. a bit longer than I would have 
supposed. You might be interested to know that in doing the screenplay | was able 
to write in many further advanced concepts based on the novel itself; it ends quite 
differently now, and is quite exciting, even to me. It could well be a major film. We 
can discuss all this when | get there, certainly, but I will mail this now in order 
that it get to you as soon as possible. 


With personal best wishes, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO ROBERT P MILLS] October 22, 1974 
Dear Bob, 


I certainly regret that my plans haven't worked out regarding A SCANNER 
DARKLY plus the work-in-progress novel VALISYSTEM A. Not more than a 
week or so after I left SMLA I dislocated my right shoulder and had to undergo 
surgery for it; I’m out of the sling, but I still have slight use of that arm. The medi- 
cal costs ate up the money | had with which I intended to buy back SCANNER 
from Doubleday; also, because of the surgery, I haven't been able to do anything 
on VALISYSTEM A. Man proposes but God disposes, as they say. 

Checking around | also leammed—to my surprise—that Scott will always have 
the legal right to handle further sales on work he originally marketed. (This would 
include anthology rights, for example, such as with “Colony,” which Doubleday 
took recently.) | had not been aware of this, and did not believe it until I] checked 
with a SFWA official who knows the situation first hand. This, as with the mat- 
ters mentioned in paragraph one, was something | hadn't anticipated. 

As you can see, this has left me with no cards in my hand to play—no cards 
at all. (one) No way to buy back SCANNER and then turn it over to you. (two) 
No way to work on a new novel for you. (three) No way to turn over to you fur- 
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ther sales of work which SMLA originally marketed. What does this leave? At this 
point nothing. I literally have nothing I can send you or will be able to send you 
for god knows how long. To make matters worse, | am contractually bound to pro- 
duce a rough draft screenplay and then the final on a novel of mine which Scott 
holds all rights to, and as I write, it must be that I write on; there is a December 
31st deadline for the rough. 

Evidently fate and fortune overtook me in my efforts to make a move to a 
new agent; this has fallen through along with so much else, as listed above. ] 
therefore must regretfully admit that 1 cannot come through with what | had 
planned, re moving over to Robert Mills. It is a shame, but it is also a shame 
that for almost one year I'll have only limited use of my right arm, much currail- 
ing my work output. Frankly, I have told no one back East about this, because 
just to come out and tell it weakens my position, as I’m sure you can immedi- 
ately see. Anyhow, I have told you because it would not be fair not to, and let 
me again express my regret at all this falling through as it has. I shall stay with 
SMLA, and thank you, Bob, anyhow, and if you happen to run into God, run 
into Him hard, for me; okay? 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip kK. Dick 


[TO LEE HARDING] October 26, 1974 
Dear Mr. Harding: 


Quite frankly, | am sick unto death of seeing WE CAN REMEMBER... 
anthologized. Enclosed is a tear-sheet of my story, THE COMMUTER, which | 
would much rather see published in your anthology. You will have to negotiate the 
rights through my agent, Scott Meredith. 

It sounds like you will have a very good collection. Good luck with it, and 
also with the World SF Convention. 

Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


enc: tear sheets of THE COMMUTER, by Philip K. Dick. 


P S. Howard Browne, editor of Amazing Stories, said that THE COMMUTER was 
exactly the kind of story he wanted to publish. It has always been a favorite of 
mine. 
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[TO HENRY LUDMER] October 28, 1974 
Dear Henry, 


Several matters. First, my little baby is okay; he’s home again from his sur- 
gery. Thank you for your expression of concer. 

Paul Williams will be flying out here this coming Wednesday, so the interview 
is on again—on schedule, to be precise. 

Hampton Facher or Fascher or Fasher or whatever phoned me to ask again if 
he can come down. But I will say, when he phones back, that because of Paul’s 
visit I can’t see him. 

Very important: Jack Scovil sent me today a screenplay of DO ANDROIDS 
DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? Herb Jaffe sent it to him; Jack says Jaffe wants a 
free six-month extension on his option, which of course Jack turned down. Now, 
Henry, it’s obvious that Jaffe is interested still—they’ve paid for the screenplay, since 
it’s marked “Property of Herb Jaffe Associates,” rather than say getting it on spec. It’s 
frankly not a very good screenplay—a corny cops-and-robbers science fiction piece, 
the kind we all in the field detest. So I’m not enthusiastic. I could do a lot better. (1 
mean, I could write a better screenplay myself; so could other writers.) But it would 
give Jaffe a money-making film; formula that it is, it will make them money. | think 
you ought to confer with Jack and discuss now telling Jaffe about Hampton’s inter- 
est. Now, I believe that Jaffe wants to meet me. If you want, I will write him direct, 
but I will wait until you give me the go-ahead. If there is need of it to swing a deal, | 
will pitch in, but you are in charge; okay? You call all the shots. 

Jean-Pierre has not called me as promised about the UBIK screenplay; he is 
ten days late at this date. Paul Williams suggests (and this is almost certainly true, 
from what Jean-Pierre told me when | gave him the completed script) that he, 
Jean-Pierre, is closeted showing it to money and producer types. So this failure of 
his to phone is a good sign, not a bad one. 

The final news item from me is that I have sent formal acceptance to the 
U.K. that I will be flying there to give my lecture on March 19th of next year 
(they pay airfare plus £70, and I will get much, much publicity there for doing 
this). They are already in touch with John Bush at Gollancz, but ] thought | 
should tell you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO HENRY LUDMER] October 29, 1974 
Dear Henn, 


I just now heard from Jean-Pierre on the phone. He tells me he’s been ill 
with a liver condition and hasn't done much; however, he says that Francis 
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Coppola (sp) agrees to discuss signing on the UBIK matter if Jean-Pierre will wait 
four weeks. Jean-Pierre says he regards this as good, since Coppola (sp) had never 
before actually talked so firmly .... We'll see. 

More specifically, Jean-Pierre says that he hadn't realized that he owes me 
the additional $2,500 right now. And he asks—pleads is more like it—that I wait 
until December first, at which time he will have the money. I agreed, and I also 
agreed to write you and tell you so. Really, I do not need the money until then. 
Jean-Pierre has enough pressures on him as it is. So could we let him off the hook 
until December? I’d like to do that. 

Just after I wrote the previous letter to you (Oct 28) my ex girlfriend Francie, 
whom I was going to marry back in ’71, phoned after my not hearing from her since 
December '71. She was very happy to learn that I was married again and had a little 
boy—she managed to handle that okay—but when | got to telling her that I was 
writing screenplays now, she began to sniffle and finally she burst into anguished 
wails and howls and told me she’d never call again, and she didn’t ever want to hear 
from me ever again. So | guess | can’t send her a complimentary ticket to go see 
UBIK when it comes out, op DO ANDROIDS DREAM or THE THREE STIG- 
MATA. “You know, Phil,” she said cheerfully at the start of the phonecall, “I chose 
my mother over you,” but at the end she was miserable. If this screenplay writing 
does nothing else it will at least have evened an old score—Francie dumped me in 
the middle of the night back in May of 1971, and now I finally feel a lot better. 
Thank you. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO MIKE BAILEY] October 29, 1974 
Dear Mike, 


Just a note to tell you that Joanna Russ sent my letter back to me unopened 
(the carbon of which I mailed to you). With my unopened, returned letter, Joanna 
included a short, formal letter telling me that she would not accept letters from 
me until she learns, from reading my printed work, that I have come around and 
agree with her views. 

You know, Mike, to me it is incredible that someone will not write to you or 
accept letters from you until you agree with their viewpoint. What if we all did 
that? God, what a world that would be: a world of Joanna Russes, none of them 
speaking to each other because none of them totally agreed with each other’s 
views. You certainly couldn't base a society on that. What we see with Joanna is 
isolation and alienation, as well as boundless animosity and suspicion. Mike, ] hon- 
estly think that Joanna believes that my story in F@SF, “The Pre-Persons,” was 
personally aimed at her. In point of fact, that story was written about 15 months 
ago, before ] ever wrote to her or was at all aware of her, or had read any of her 
views. But | can’t tell her that, since she returns my letters unopened. 
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Interestingly, about the same time that Joanna informed me that she would 
no longer read any letters from me to her, Stanislaw Lem (yes indeed) wrote me 
from Krakow, Poland to say that he would not read any letters from me to him, 
nor write any to me. Both Lem and Russ have slammed down the closed mind cur- 
tain. Anathema has solemnly been pronounced on me, and the faithful fall into 
place. Gosh, Mike, how am I to survive this? Where’ll I go? 

In other news, I finished the rough draft screenplay for UBIK for my director 
Jean-Pierre Gorin in three weeks, rather than the three months my contract 
called for. It looks good in all respects. The screenplay contains many improve- 
ments over the novel of UBIK. Also, United Artists (Herb Jaffe Associates) just 
now sent me the screenplay they commissioned on DO ANDROIDS DREAM 
OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? which they’ve optioned, so that may go into production, 


too. I'll let you know. Meanwhile, hang in there. And write! 


With warm regards, 
Phil Dick 


PS. Did | tell you that Rolling Stone magazine is sending out a guy to do an in- 
depth interview of me? I did? 


[TO JAMIS ] October 29, 1974 


Dear Jamis, 


Here are the shots of you. Hope you like them. 

I finished the rough draft of my screenplay in three weeks. My director says 
it’s fine. Also, United Artists sent me a screenplay they had done on my novel DO 
ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? They want to renew their option 
on that, so | may have two films out rather than just one. My screenplay is better 
than U.A.’s, I’m glad to say. 

My agent says that in France there is an intention of a hardcover publishing 
of all my shorter writing, in several volumes. This would be nice. 

In March I'll be going to London to give my lecture; I wrote them to say I’d 
be coming. They'll buy the ticket there. 

Tessa and | are considering buying a house we've been looking at; it’s got 
almost an acre of land around it, with like 37 trees. 

I’ve been reading the book THE LATE GREAT PLANET EARTH, which 
Tessa says you recommended. Since I’m very interested in Biblical prophecy, the 
book fascinated me from beginning to end. It is an example of the pandering to the 
ignorant for a fast buck—full of racial prejudice against Jews and Chinese and Rus- 
sians—against the usual targets which bigots pick out. In Matthew, Jesus mentions 
this sort of garbage: wolves in sheep's clothing, false prophets and even false Christs. 
This sort of thing, I think, Jamis, can be truly said to do the devil’s work if anything 
can be said to; it appears to speak the Gospel but, like porno pretending to be art, it 
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is evil pretending to be God’s word; it appeals to that same vicious streak in people 
which, in porno, is referred to as prurient. Certainly it is true that we live in dark 
days—but this sort of book is more an example of the darkness than a sincere 
attempt to call our attention to it. I’m sure the author has made a hell of a lot of 
money out of it; shit that appeals to such debased tastes usually does. 


Cordially, 
Phil 


(TO LAURA DICK] October 29, 1974 


Dear Laura, 


Just remember that adolescence goes on a long time, but adulthood goes on 
forever. 

It was super hard for me in high school. I got an F minus on a geometry test. 
I flunked Latin and PE. | hated every minute of it. ] learned nothing. Finally I fell 
behind my grade and into a Z type group of the previous grade, including English. 
It must be in the DNA coding, Laura. The farthest I got was the low 12. When | 
began the high 12 I couldn't hack it and one day I went home and wouldn't 
return; instead I got a job fixing radios. From that I worked up to running a record 
store, where | wrote ad copy and a weekly radio show. From that as you know | 
went into writing science fiction. I guess I told you I went to Cal for a couple 
months, but I couldn’t hack that, same as high school. One instructor, he came to 
my little apartment and told me for a whole hour that if I didn’t get a college 
degree I’d be shoveling shit the rest of my life. I kept saying yessir, yessir and wish- 
ing he’d leave. Now they’re talking in France about giving me the Nobel Prize, 
and in March of next year they’re flying me to London to give a lecture. Also, Roll- 
ing Stone (you know, the rock, counter-culture magazine) is flying an interviewer 
out here next week to spend four days with me to do an in-depth interview. “I’m 
going to make a folk hero out of you,” he said on the phone. So you see, Laura, 
school is okay for some people, but others don’t need it. 

Tessa is very upset about your horse and your injured back. Her horse fell asleep 
two weeks ago while she was riding him. He fell, but she was able to keep from being 
rolled on; however, he did kick her. She arrived home more dead than alive. 

No! didn’t hear about the flying saucer thing. Let me know about your boy- 
friend, too. 

In all fairness to your mother, no mother ever let their kid grow up. (Fathers 
too.) Parents have a vested interest in keeping their kids little and dumb and in 
chains, like all oppressed groups. I remember when | told my mother I was moving 
out. “I'll call the police,” she said. “Pll see you in jail first.” Naturally ] asked why 
she felt that way. “Because if you move out and leave me,” she said, “you'll wind 
up a homosexual.” [ had to go and ask why, again. “Because you’re weak,” she 


said. “Weak, weak, WEAK.” 


272 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


I moved out and didn’t. (Become one.) But it’s a built-in circuit in parents; 
you make a noise like you’re growing up, and it trips the circuit. “What???” they 
scream, rising from their chair. “Come back here; | have a few things to tell you.” 

Marriages are the same way. What the husband finally does is he says casu- 
ally, “I’m going down to the store for a pack of cigarettes,” and then when he’s out 
of earshot he revs it up to full throttle and drives to the next county or state and 
never comes back. It’s the same syndrome. 

You ask about Christopher, the baby. He had to have surgery this week, but 
he’s okay now (an abdominal birth defect which Dr. Quack, as we call him, never 
noticed; | finally noticed it myself). Christopher was in the horsepiddle for three 
days. We were scared shitless. We had two priests praying for Christopher: our reg- 
ular vicar (Episcopal) and the Catholic priest at the hospital whom I like a lot. I 
guess that’s what got ol’ Christopher through. Now | have to mop the floor at 
both churches the rest of my life (I lie). 

You might want to know, Laura, that I’ve had severe guilt feelings about my 
not writing you. My excuse is my right arm, which still hurts like a son of a bitch. | 
can’t do very much with it yet; it'll take a whole year to mend entirely. 

Robert Heinlein (you know, the s-f author) phoned us last night to see how 
my arm is. Tessa answered and almost hung up on him, thinking it was a obscene 
phonecall. | asked her why. Heinlein is very old and very sick, so he breathes heav- 
ily. He also talks sort of weird. He wanted to lend us a whole lot of money because 
of our terrible medical expenses of late, but I said no. I don’t want to be in the 
debt of people who breathe heavily on the phone. 

Laura, honey, did you know that (I never told anybody this before. Get ready. 
Be cool, baby). Laura, when you were born, neither your mother nor | had a name 
for you. The nurse came by wheeling you just when you’d been born. The nurse 
said to me, “What are you going to call her?” I admitted | didn’t know. The nurse 
frowned at me; she was very pretty and | almost said “What’s your name?” but 
wisely I didn’t. | then remembered—it flashed into my mind—the name of the 
first girl | ever dated, back in junior high school, a really foxy chick named Lora 
Heims. So I called you Laura, after her, and never told anybody until now. 

If you tell that, you die. 

Anyhow, listen: I’m supposed to come up to the Bay Area in mid-December 
on some legal business (I’m trying to get custody of Isolde, your half-sister by 
Nancy, who now is eight). I’d like to come by and see you. What do you say? Of 
course, what I'd really like to do—but who ever gets what they’d really like in this 
world?—is to bring you down here to stay with me for a while. I may have Isa with 
me (I plan to drive). You might think about it and let me know. Do you suppose 
there is any chance your mother would let you visit down here for a few days? At 
the very least, I should be able to see you when I drive up there, right? Why not 
that? It can’t be that unjust a world that I can’t even see you. (Nancy hasn’t let me 
see Isa since 1971.) 

Enclosed with this letter are some recent pictures, and also a check for some 
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money. Laura, your misery is natural to an unusual powerful person. Won't last too 
much longer. Mine went away—around last week. 

It’s part of the growing and developing process for kids to rebel against their 
parents and regard them as crummy. That’s what motivates the kids to leave and 
become adults. If they kept thinking everything was completely neat staying at 
home then there would have been only one generation to our race; we'd all be liv- 
ing at home with Adam and Eve, no shit. 

As for your boyfriend, mothers always look upon their daughters’ boyfriends 
as worse than dirt. | remember one time this chick took me to visit her mother. 
They both looked on me as worse than dirt. “Which wine shall I serve him?” 
Linda’s mother asked her. “The good or the bad?” The chick answered, “Serve 
him the bad; he wouldn’t know the difference.” 

It’s the way of the world, Laura. Always will be. 1 remember what one girl 
said to me after she suddenly broke off with me. “I chose my mother over you,” 
she said, smiling. I said, sort of lamely, “Well, I guess a person should, um, stick 
with what they know.” But my heart wasn’t in it. 

You know, Laura, you can call me collect any time: 714-524-7306. I'd love to 
hear from you. | really do love you, honey. Keep in touch and don’t ever feel guilty. 
It makes moss grow on you. 


[TO DOROTHY HUDNER] October 29, 1974 


Dear Dorothy, 

Thank you for the nice letter. Here are more photographs. I worked very 
hard completing the rough draft of the UBIK screenplay in three weeks rather 
than the three months which the contract called for. My agent is sure now that 
I should go into screen work. Yesterday | received the screenplay of DO 
ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? which United Artists had done; 
it is not as good as my own UBIK script, but if they go ahead and make that 
film it should bring them in a lot of money ... it’s full of action and suspense, 
but not too good from an artistic standpoint. United Artists wants an extension 
on their option, which runs out in December. They’re almost sure to go ahead 
and make the film. Meanwhile, my director says the deal is almost closed on 
UBIK;; it will be—if it is at all—in four weeks, when Francis Coppola, who made 
the film The Godfather, enters the scene as producer and backer. It would mean 
a high-budget film. Coppola has already read the novel UBIK and likes it. So 
does Susan Sontag. 

Next Wednesday the interviewer from Rolling Stone comes out here; we had 
to delay it because Christopher required some minor surgery this week—an 
abdominal birth defect which our doctor failed to detect, even though Tessa asked 
him about it, and which | finally diagnosed myself, correctly, it turned out. Christo. 
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pher is home again and doing fine. They’re getting so they recognize us at St. Jude 
Hospital, actually, no kidding. They even let us eat in the employees’ cafeteria 
when we're waiting. 

It was a long wait, sitting in the lobby while Christopher was in surgery. We 
got back home exhausted but happy. 

I am so deep in my work these days, what with the screenplays, and also I’m 
writing my speech which I'll be giving in London next March. 

Let’s see... you may recall Francie, the girl | went with back in 1971. She 
phoned last night, very cheerful, but started crying and shrieking when she found 
out I’m very happily married with a little boy, and doing well financially; she 
finally told me never to call her or write her ever, and hung up. It sort of pleased 
me, since, after all, Francie dumped me under the impression that I’d never 
amount to anything. | told her I'd send her pictures of Christopher and me and 
Tessa but she said no, hurriedly. Well, that’s what she gets. The last time she called 
me (Christmas day of 1971) I was alone and broke, eating half a can of oyster 
stew, my friends having deserted me when my money ran out. During that pho- 
necall Francie remained cheerful. I hadn't talked to her until last night. 

Let us know how you are. I'll be up there in December, and will be coming by 
to visit you. 


Love, 
Phil 


(TO ACE BOOKS] November 1, 1974 
Dear Sirs: 


This is a request that you execute title reversion to me of my old Ace novel 
DOCTOR BLOODMONEY OR HOW WE GOT ALONG AFTER THE 
BOMB, your original number #F-337. It has been out of print the legally required 
number of years. 

I would appreciate it if you would notify me in writing that this title reversion 
has taken place, and that you inform me of the precise date at which | can offer 
the novel on the market. 


Thank you. 
Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
[TO HENRY LUDMER] November 3, 1974 
Dear Henn, 


This mainly is to you, but please show it to Dallas Mayr, too, since it deals 
with matters he’s involved with. Thank you. 
Paul Williams flew out of here, after staying with us four days interviewing us. 


THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK I Se, 


The first point is that the exchange went extraordinarily well in my opinion, and | 
am enthusiastic and quite optimistic. Paul has an incredible mind; he remembers 
everything, does incredible research, and out of this has developed a story which 
ought to make my career. As a matter of fact he read me his provisional lead, and 
it stunned even me. Unless some mere accident interferes with the normal process 
from here on, this should transform my future in terms of publicity and an in- 
depth article certainly by exactly the right person to do it. 

Second, an almost accidental spinoff, Paul had time to read the first 100 
pages of ASCANNER DARKLY, and expressed an unexpected high opinion of 
it—during his last two days he did almost nothing but read it, and said several 
times he wished he could stay long enough to finish the MS. I am sure that SCAN- 
NER turned out to be a surprise to him in terms of what it’s worth in all respects; 
he would know, too, better than almost anyone who read it. | am therefore not 
going to sign the Doubleday contract revision forms which SMLA sent on to me, 
nor sell it to Berkley either; in Paul’s expert opinion, I ought to hold SCANNER 
up until after the Rolling Stone piece and even into the period of the UBIK filming. 
He feels I can do enormously well with SCANNER, and will even discuss it with 
Rolling Stone (Straight Arrow Press in San Francisco possibly, including my old 
buddy Diane Cleaver). Out of Paul’s stay here, and his interviewing of me, the 
effect on our ability to market SCANNER better may ultimately be the most 
important outcome—which | hadn't anticipated ...I hadn’t even planned to show 
it to him (it was the UBIK screenplay which he intended to look at). 

I am sure, now that my part of the Rolling Stone piece is done, that through 
Paul we are off to something truly impressive; that, coupled with the UBIK film 
matter and perhaps the U.A. (i.e. Herb Jaffe) film interest in DO ANDROIDS 
DREAM, and other business either hitting now or about to hit (e.g. the issue of 
Science Fiction Studies on me due in March of next year, the superb U.K. and 
French sales, my trip to London in March to lecture, etc.)—we are really in orbit 
at last, after more than twenty years. 

Paul said an excellent photographer will be flying out here to do a photo 
spread on me soon; fine, but his story is the main thing. You won't believe his lead. 
It’s accurate and no one capable of reading print would stop reading further, after 
the lead. After he had his lead Paul somewhat relaxed; I’m as sure as I could be 
that he felt he then had what he needed to make the article a success, and on the 
basis of my own professional ability I'd agree. 

If you do see him, Henry, get him to read you the lead. Unless he has to 
change it for some reason (editorial considerations, the usual) it'll finish you off. 


Okay? And keep in touch. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO LOREN & TRACY CAVIT] November 3, 1974 


Dear Loren and Tracy, 


It was so sharp of you to phone, Loren, before talking to anyone about a mag- 
azine interview. As I told you when you called, I really wasn’t surprised that you 
did call me first to check. That protects both of us. By now maybe Paul has inter- 
viewed you; in any case I hope he does and it goes okay. We had a good time here 
during the four days he stayed with us. A lot of what I told him about my days in 
San Rafael were so incredible that I think he felt he should check up first and see 
if what I was saying was true. I told him quite a bit about you. “She’s not one of 
the crazy ones, is she?” he asked. | told him you weren't. I don’t think he wants to 
run into them. You remember them, Loren. The kinky burnedout types we knew. 

My agent in New York told me that Paul’s article in Rolling Stone could make 
my career. So I was nervous when he first arrived here, even though I know him. 
A thing like that could make anyone nervous. 

I’m real glad to hear about your painting. Right on, Loren. Hang in there, 
and keep in touch. We sure enjoyed your visit down here. We still talk about it. 


[TO URSULA K. LE GUIN] November 3, 1974 


Dear Ursula, 


The Rolling Stone interviewer tells me that in your Vertex interview you said 
some nice things about me, and he quoted it to me on the phone. So I’m writing 
to thank you. I’ve also ordered a copy for myself. You sure are a nice person, 
Ursula. The interviewer takes great stock by your opinions, | might add. 

I’m sorry I won't be flying to the U.K. with you, as I had planned to talk your 
ear off. Anyhow, I’m sure we'll meet there. I just found out that Fullerton has an 
airport. One can fly out of here to there and from there anywhere in the world. 
The airline was very angry when | told them I didn't realize they existed. I guess 
they are insecure. 

The Rolling Stone interviewer is now in the Bay Area talking to a girl I used 
to know who is very pretty. I wish I was with him. If he can do it, why can’t I? 

What he is doing is to check up and see if the incredible events from my past 
which I related to him are actual, or only the products of my mind. They are 
actual. Will he be surprised. 

Regarding being surprised, | call your attention to a Dutton paperback | 
recently acquired: COSMIC CONSCIOUSNESS, by Richard Maurice Bucke, 
M.D., written around 1900. Evidently Bucke knew Walt Whitman. Anyhow, 
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Bucke describes my recent experiences exactly and predicts them happening to 
more and more people as time goes on. He regards it as the next great leap for- 
ward in human evolution. William James was familiar with this book, so it had 
some influence. I urge you to read the book because it explains not just my experi- 
ences but those of others; he lists Balzac and Pascal, for instance. The two most 
important ones, in his opinion, were Saint Paul and Mohammed. This might 
explain why some of the thoughts coming to me in the night have been in Greek, 
and specifically Paul’s Greek—key terms from his letters. Evidently when this 
transhumanization takes place, all persons who have had it, no matter at what 
time period, are somehow fused into a single mind. We draw from one another, 
and see reality identically, which is to say, quite differently from other people’s 
view. Dante is one whom Bucke lists, and I had been thinking a lot about Dante’s 
vision recently, noting the similarity to my own. 

The strangest part is what Bucke calls the “duplex” personality which one 
acquires when this leap takes place. I’ve been aware from the start of a second 
entity within my mind; it is neither male nor female, but rather a neutral voice, 
dispassionate and calm; this is the voice which sometimes lapsed into Greek at 
night. Bucke offers no explanation or theory about this aspect. None of those to 
whom this happened ever had a theory either, but many of them named the other, 
inner companion; Mohammed called him Gabriel. To Dante it was a woman. 
What has happened, | think, is that completeness takes place suddenly, and from 
then on a dialog exists. I’ve found that in me this Other seems to know every- 
thing. I, like Dante, sense her to be a woman ...the sibyl, or as she was first called 
when a photo of her was flashed up for me to see, Sadassa. She has blonde pigtails. 
Oddly, she exactly resembles Ella Runciter at the end of my novel UBIK. 

Anyhow, I won't go on making you think I’m nuts by talking any more about 
this. However, these experiences did assist me in writing the screenplay of UBIK, 
which I finished in three weeks. The screenplay has a new ending, over and above 
the novel; in it, both Joe Chip and Ella Runciter are reborn—but in the body of a 
single baby. | had not read Bucke’s book at that point, but you can see how this 
resolution to UBIK resembles the duplex personality of the Fourth Stage of 
human evolution which he calls “Cosmic Consciousness” and which I started 
experiencing back in March. It all adds up, but as Bucke says, it’s not like any- 
thing we've been taught to expect. Also, his stats show that this experience hap- 
pens only during middle life, as with me. He is not sure why that is. 

One thing he points out is that our civilization is based either directly or indi- 
rectly on the personalities of those who've entered this Fourth Stage of conscious- 
ness. We who have entered this, which Paul calls “The Kingdom of Heaven which 
is within,” which in my view isn’t a bad description, have had a great deal of influ- 
ence, although many of us have eventually been zapped by the authorities—e.g. 
Paul himself. However, this mind will reappear no matter how often wiped out; it 
is the same mind, entering from outside time and space, reestablishing itself intact 
again and again, without warning, containing each time its original perceptions 
and understanding and knowledge, so there is really no way it can be destroyed. It 
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is, So to speak, imposed on the most ordinary persons, like myself, abruptly, trans- 
forming them into this three thousand year old entity exactly as it has always 
been. (Bucke cites a 3,000 year span, according to his research.) Each body which 
carries it can be wiped out, but as Paul says accurately, the actual person is incapa- 
ble of death and cannot be destroyed. 

Again, thank you for what you said in Vertex, and I’m looking forward to see- 
ing the whole piece. 


[TO HERB JAFFE] November 6, 1974 
Dear Mr. Jaffe: 


Thank you for sending me a copy of the screenplay based on my novel DO 
ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? 

These past few days have been strange. Robert Heinlein phoned to tell me 
that writing screenplays would kill me. That was last Saturday. Today the 
Jehovah’s Witnesses came by and told me that the world is going to end soon, 
after which things will improve. It had been my plan, hatched out with my agent, 
to tell you that I’d be glad to write the second draft on the ANDROIDS screen- 
play, but now I wonder. I really do write very good screenplays (I just finished the 
rough on my novel UBIk), but in the face of the above wamings perhaps I should 
just get lost and keep a low profile. 

However, if you do want to talk to me about anything, | would genuinely 
enjoy meeting you, via phone or whatever. I promised myself | would not write 
you a pushy letter, and this is my first goal; the next is getting the words spelled 
right. 

Again, thank you. My phone number is: 714-524-7306. 


With warm regards, 
Philip K. Dick 


{TO HENRY LUDMER] November 9, 1974 
Dear Henry: 


Now I know how agents feel when they have to inform their client that a 
deal fell through. 

Yesterday Robert Jaffe flew down here and we spent half a day together 
exchanging views. First, let me say that I liked him enormously—he is truly a won- 
derful person, Henry, and in many ways | enjoyed the experience. However, the 
firm news which comes out of this is bad. It turns out that Robert himself wrote 
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the DO ANDROIDS DREAM script, and it isn’t a rough; it’s a final shooting 
script. He has shown it to one producer after another, with no results. Worst of 
all—to me, anyhow—is the fact that his script was a deliberate parody of my 
novel, written for laughs. “No reasonable person could take such stuff seriously,” 
Robert informed me. So it had to be written for the bubblegum crowd for laughs— 
slapstick, in fact. This is even more than the obligatory crushing defeat of the art- 
ist at the hands of Hollywood; this is in a class by itself. 

However, even as intentional parody, the screenplay hasn't sold. Robert told 
me that not even his dad (Herb Jaffe) sees anything in it. This is the only screen- 
play that Robert has ever done. He knew from my letter that I didn’t care for it. 
Feeling that I had nothing to lose, | therefore told him everything I could think of 
which might improve the script; he took notes and we worked it over scene by 
scene. So Robert left here with the intention of making another try with a wider, 
deeper view of the piece, which he will try to convey, possibly in a treatment, to 
directors. | doubt if another full screenplay will come out of this, but anyhow, 
Henry, I did my best, and beyond doubt Robert appreciated it; | armed him with 
everything I could, and if nothing comes of this, at least I tried. 

What is most alarming is the difference between the way we in the s-f field 
view our work and the way Hollywood views it, as is forever pointing 
out. Now I can see why is so bitter and angry and hateful. He is fight- 
ing in the only way he knows how (and maybe the only way there is) to obtain seri- 
ous recognition for “speculative fiction.” Anyhow, I’m sure this isn’t news to you, 
and really it isn’t for me either. What was a surprise is the extent to which Robert 
and | were able to communicate. Although nothing immediate came out of this 
exchange, there is always the possibility that some far-distant victory will show up. 
I’m sure if you were writing to me, rather than me to you, this would be your opin- 
ion. We’ve just got to hang in there and keep trying. Meanwhile, Robert sees a 
major director on Monday (November 11) and will make a great pitch at that 
time. He will let me know if anything good comes of it. 

I wonder even if they will renew the option. I think the reason Robert asked 
for a free six months’ extension is that he is not backed financially at all on this. 
There is a possibility that ] may have egged them into a renewal, at the very least; 
I did tell him candidly of another principal interested in the property for screen 
use, and so forth...so 1 done did it, Henry, regarding that, without naming the 
other principal. Robert was gentleman enough not to ask. 

I'd say that the encounter was positive, really, but not in any way I can pin 
down. I’m sure, however, that you know that often truly major results come down 
the pipe unexpectedly from such exchanges as this. So we'll keep our fingers 
crossed and wait and hope, and now! can more fully appreciate the ordeals of an 
agent who must tell his client that nothing was signed and no money acquired, 
and yet somehow it was worthwhile. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO OLGA VEZERIS, Signet Books] November 13, 1974 
Dear Ms. Vezeris: 


Harlan Ellison has sent me the galleys for my story in DANGEROUS 
VISIONS; I am going over them now and will try to get them to you by the 18th. 
In any case, I wish you to add the following addition to my “Afterword” which 
appears on galley page 203 (to the story “Faith of Our Fathers”): 

In his introduction to “Faith of Our Fathers” Harlan gives the 
misleading impression that my story was written under the influence 
of LSD. This is not so. About all a person can write while on LSD, 
I’ve found, is his own short and involuntary obituary. What did influ- 
ence this story was my desire to produce the most frightening vision 
I could imagine. Sometimes [| think | did too well. I’m just glad this 
vision isn’t true. 

If you could add this, please, Ms. Vezeris, | would very much appreciate it. 
The misleading impression involved should have been corrected long ago, and | 
appreciate this chance to do so. 


Very cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO HENRY LUDMER] November 14, 1974 
Dear Henry: 


Enclosed you'll find an exciting letter I just received from Robert Jaffe. I infer 
from it that we indeed have a chance with ANDROIDS after all. Maybe all the 
ideas for script improvement which I told Robert paid off after all. 

Also, the other day (the day before this letter arrived) Hampton Fancher 
came down here and we spent the evening together talking about his making 
ANDROIDS. Again, as with Jaffe, we had a terrific evening; I liked Hampton 
very much, and | also liked his girlfriend. Hampton was able to tell me a great 
many things about my reputation among the Bay Area and Hollywood artistic 
type circles, stuff I’d never probably otherwise have gained access to. (Those cir- 
cles know more about my personal affairs than even Paul Williams did, which is 
ironic.) | think I’ve made a permanent friend in Hampton and his girl, whatever 
the outcome on ANDROIDS. Because of this, I gave him a copy of my most 
recent novel, FLOW MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID. It’s possible that if 
Jaffe goes ahead on ANDROIDS Hampton will take an option on something else, 
or even hire me to do an original screenplay. If Jaffe were to let his option on 
ANDROIDS lapse, I'd like you to pick up on Hampton’s offer (six months at 
$600, correct?). I do have a very strong feeling that out of the Hampton Fancher 
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thing something will eventually come. I’m torn between hoping that Jaffe will be 
able to go ahead, and hoping that Hampton Fancher will get it and run with it. So 
all in all I’m enormously much more optimistic now, than when I last wrote you. 
Two Hollywood producers coming down here in less than a week, and none has 
ever visited me before in my entire career! It means something. 

By the way—like everyone else (Norman Spinrad, Paul Williams, Jean- 
Pierre, for example) Hampton praised you to the skies. I must meet you someday, 
Henry. I’ve promised myself. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


[TO DARKO SUVIN] November 14, 1974 
Dear Dr. Suvin: 


Here back to you is the unpublished foreword to THE PRESERVING 
MACHINE. Also one of the agreement forms, signed. 

I’ve marked “ok” to each change in the text of the foreword, meaning go 
ahead with your changes. As to changing “te amo” to “ti amo,” I intended the 
Latin, which I was certain was “te amo.” Am I not correct? So I’ve returned it to 
“te amo.” 

I’m hoping very much that you will find some use for my article, “The Evolu- 
tion of a Vital Love,” which Dr. McNelly is sending to you. It is a quite recent arti- 
cle and I do think a lot of it, in terms of what it tells about me. Let me know, if 
you could, please, if you do find use for it. 

Thank you, and this all sounds very exciting. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


PS. As to the use of the word “unpublished.” I’m not sure why Ace Books didn’t 
use it, after requesting it from me. Perhaps it ran too long. You are free to decide 
on this, if you will. 


(TO PAUL WILLIAMS} November 17, 1974 
Dear Paul, 


The section in PUSHING UPWARD called “Letter to Another” which 
starts on page 234 is the most extraordinary and important thing I’ve ever read. | 
believe every word of it, and it fits into my own recent experiences which | dis- 
cussed with you. 

] have a feeling you were here once before, a long time ago—around the first 
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century A.D., doing a lot of letter writing and organizing then, too. With the same 
first name. 

I better shut up, but, Paul, I really do believe this, and I’m very hopeful and 
excited for the future now. 


Love, 
Phil 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] November 18, 1974 


[thanody (?)—notation on carbon copy by PKD] 
Dear Claudia, 

I enjoyed your letter but you forgot the * on page 2. I mean, the * is there 
but no message. So I wrote one in: 

*Phil, I am in love with you. Will meet you in the La Paz Bar, 
Fullerton, on the 21st of this month. Look for a lovely blonde girl 
wearing dark glasses and carrying a suitcase. 

How does that sound, Claudia? 

I am very depressed because the gray kitten we got to replace Pinky who died 
died. For the last week I held the kitten on my lap all day, and Tessa held him all 
night. But he died anyhow, despite what we and two vets did/tried to do. Two dif- 
ferent producers and the Rolling Stone interviewer came and went during the 
kitten’s illness. They all expressed concer, especially the U.A. producer Robert 
Jaffe who was afraid he’d get the illness himself. There these guys are offering me 
money and fame finally, everything you ever wanted out of life, and I’m sitting 
with a dying little animal on my lap who is gazing up into my face as the life wanes 
out of him. I tell you, Claudia, ] must have been carrying a hell of a lot more bad 
karma than I realized to have to go through this. Today while I was napping the 
Spirit explained to me why the kitten had to get sick and die, and I heard my own 
voice respond with furious indignation: “I’d rather have had the money!” meaning 
that I still didn’t understand and still didn’t like it. I guess I bit the hand that was 
saving me, so to speak. Now I'll have to shovel shit throughout eternity. 

Well, enough of that. Let’s see... your letter was neat, but boy are you 
strange! | mean, | guess I’m responsible. I’m sure you'll be okay, though. Anyhow 
you're not as straNge—jeez, what a way to spell it, a capital letter in the middle— 
as strange as I am, for whatever that is worth. Right now I’m bad strange rather 
than good strange because I’m so fucked up because of the kitten’s long lingering 
illness and death. Tomorrow I'll be okay, right? (Especially if you meant what you 
said in your footnote, quoted above.) 

I’ve been reading Acts, you know, in the Bible, by St. Paul, and it is definitely 
the Holy Spirit that—I started to write “attacked me.” I should say, which entered 
and helped me. Attacked by the Holy Spirit! Wow! And it—he, whatever—won, 
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at least until today when | said I'd rather of had the money, at which point He 
retreated. That’s also why I feel bad. It wasn’t right of me to say it. 

Maybe Ill enjoy shovelling shit. Anyhow, they’re all going to make movies 
from my novels and I'll be rich famous and still unable to understand why my kit- 
ten died. If I figure it out I’ll let you know; might come in handy. Thanks for writ- 
ing me, Claudia, and sorry I’m so fucked up today. 


[TO J. FRANCIS McCOMAS] November 19, 1974 
Dear Mick, 


I’m so sorry to learn that you are ill, my dear friend! The last time I saw you, | 
believe, was at the convention in Oakland, which would be 1964. Or was it at 
Berkeley, whichever year that was? Anyhow, I remember that you remembered 
me, which pleased me very much. How long ago that was, that you and I first met, 
at Tony Boucher’s house. | had just begun my writing career, because of you and 
Tony; there would be no writing career except for the two of you...I guess I'd still 
be working in a record store. 

Amazing, to think that it’s now 1974 and when | first met you it was in early 
1952. I’ve been married three different times since then: one child by each. A cou- 
ple of months ago I sold my first screenplay, for my novel UBIK. This place where 
I’m living is south of Los Angeles, very near Disneyland. I flew down here from 
Vancouver, British Columbia, back in 1972; Cal State Fullerton has archived my 
manuscripts, and I speak to the students over there. 

You know, Mick, I’ve sold over 30 novels now. I wouldn’t have gone on, with- 
out the assistance which you and Tony gave me from the start. I’ve been ill, too; 
high blood pressure, plus major surgery on my right shoulder in August of this 
year. I guess illness is part of life. It's a hard lesson to learn. I was supposed to be 
Guest of Honor at the Westercon this year, but because of my high blood pressure 
] couldn’t attend. Some people think it’s a retreat from reality, to be sick; I guess 
you and I know better. Being very ill only increases the pressures of reality; it is no 
escape, none at all. 

Just now I was sitting in the living room about to watch The Godfather on TV 
when it came to me that I wanted to write to you. Oddly, I’ve been dreaming 
again and again recently about the old days in Berkeley, when we used to play 
poker at Tony’s house. | dreamed about Tony three or four times, in fact, only I 
dreamed of him as Tony the Tiger, that cartoon ad for the kids’ cereal. Big and 
kind and warm, smiling like God himself. In my dream he was in a sort of sunlit 
glade. It was incredibly beautiful, and I longed to be there with my friend. [ guess 
someday I will be. 


Mick, I think that in some ways the good old days are behind us, behind all 
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of us, but I also think that in some fashion they lie ahead of us, too. Right now we 
are marking time in the middle, and it will all come out okay in the end, where 
the sun is, and it’s warm. 


Hang in there, and God bless you. And take care. 


With warm personal affection, 


Philip K. Dick 


(TO DIANE KENNEDY PIKE] November 20, 1974 


Dear Diane: 

The other day I came across a lovely sweet letter from you to my former wife 
Nancy. Memories of all sorts flooded over me, especially of the day you drove up 
to visit us in Marin County. Now Nancy and J are no longer married; she’s still up 
in Marin Country with my little girl. I’m living down here, remarried, with a boy 
baby now, Christopher, whose picture I’m enclosing. 

Many things have happened to me since | saw you, and I am wondering how 
you are and what you've been doing. Last month I sold my first screenplay, an 
adaptation of my novel UBIK. In February of this year my new novel FLOW MY 
TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID was published by Doubleday. In March of 
next year I'll be going to the U.K. to lecture. I’ve been very busy and active in my 
field, and very busy and active raising Christopher and our two cats and trying to 
be a good husband and person and father, as well as good writer. In a couple of 
months Rolling Stone will be publishing an interview with me, so you can read 
about all the ills which befell me since ] saw you—however, now that I learn that 
you are living so near to me, I thought perhaps you would let me and Tessa and 
Christopher come down there and visit you one day. 

During the past eight months I’ve had some profound religious experiences, 
of a deeply inner sort, and I hope to write about them in a forthcoming novel. I’ve 
discussed them with my vicar here, and also a Catholic priest whom I know and 
admire; perhaps, too, | could ask you about what has happened to me. That | 
should know you, Diane, and not ask you, would be absurd. Please let me know, 
and in any case do let me know how you are. I’ve thought a lot about you, espe- 
cially during the past months; it would mean a great deal to me to see you again. 


With warm personal regards, 


Philip K. Dick 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] November 25, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I’m sorry I wrote you a bummer letter about my dead kitten. Tessa went out 
and brought home the biggest damn cat I ever saw; he is blue in color, timid, likes 
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to sleep at the foot of the baby’s bed in order to protect him. I call him Chester A. 
Arthur, although Fat Albert would be better. So all is okay now. 

It is Fat—I mean, it is Chester’s idea of play to fall on people and smother 
them. He has an odd chuckle, for a cat anyhow. He reminds me of Lenny (sp) in 
OF MICE AND MEN. “Hey, Phil,” he says now and then, “can I feel how your 
hair feels? It sure looks nice.” You may be sure that I say no. But I do tell him 
about the farm we will have. What I have not told him is that he will be pulling 
the plough. 

I learned, from a producer, why I was run out of Marin County. When this pro- 
ducer came down here he said, for openers, “It’s sure nice to meet a writer who isn’t 
one of those dull dudes with a tie and sweater. I’ve heard a lot about you—for 
instance why you were run out of Marin County. I heard that you were a sort of, you 
know, guru to kids, teaching them about Dope, and someone took a shot at you.” 

So now I know. I asked where he’d learned this, but he became vague, except 
that some girls had told him, up in the Bay Area at a party. Another girl also told 
him I was a great writer and she was amazed to learn | wasn’t still up in that area. 
Maybe you can use this in your thesis. 

To Paul Williams, the Rolling Stone interviewer, I said, “You know, the worst 
rumor | ever heard about myself was at the ’72 Worldcon when a fan came up and 
said he’d heard that dope had burned my brain out so I couldn’t write any more, 
and could I confirm this.” So Paul thought a bit and then said, “Well, I could say, 
Dope has burned out Phil’s brain but it hasn’t affected his writing one bit.” As you 
can imagine, I was much cheered by that. 

I’m in a strange space, because Tessa and I were watching Medical Center on 
TV where this girl, see, who is dying of a heart condition is in love with this boy at 
the hospital, and we learn suddenly that he is mentally retarded; fast cut to com- 
mercial. Wow, what a plot! Charles Dickens would have gotten off on that! Now, | 
don’t really have to see the rest of the show to know how it comes out. They make 
love (during open heart surgery) and she gets pregnant and the baby is (one) men- 
tally defective and (two) has a bad heart; it’s blue and dumb. HOWEVER, a ter- 
rorist (subplot) at that moment—the boy and girl are gazing raptly through the 
glass at the baby, the boy of course can’t figure out why and the girl is losing con- 
sciousness—blows up the building, they all stumble around. MEANWHILE a 
famous scientist who is in there to see his newborn baby grabs up the dumb blue 
one in the confusion, and rushes out with it. Cut to years later. The scientist is try- 
ing to figure out why his (sic) son can’t count and why he’s this funny color. But 
there is a happy ending, because although the girl is long since dead from cardiac 
arrest, the mentally retarded father has a son who gets the Nobel Prize for invent- 
ing a cure for the condition the girl died of, and as a sideffect it cures mental retar- 
dation, and puts the blown up hospital building which was in rubble all this time 
back together like magic. The only person who loses out is the scientist, but any- 
how the dumb blue baby gets a far better education than he otherwise would 
have. There is a sort of ironic letdown at the very end, though, because when the 
mentally retarded father is cured he realizes that this genius isn’t his son, and 
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rejects him, and both of them get onto Dope and are thrown out of Marin County 
and wind up in Fullerton, but this is fortunately after the last commercial, so no 
one is watching anyhow. They all thought it came out good. 

Hey, maybe Chester A. Arthur has a heart condition. He sure is dumb; | 
mean— 

Science Fiction Studies at last count has 45,000 words of essays on me now, to 
print. Maybe it’s the same word over and over. 

I really am very bitter about why | was told to leave Marin County, since I 
wasn't doing that. (I told the producer that Socrates was also shafted for corrupt- 
ing the youth; he wrote the name down in order to remember it.) The fucking 
dumb cops. What it was was that this girl moved in with me and after she moved 
in I found she was shooting speed. | got her off of it—she was off five months. All 
her friends were shooting and dealing, | found out. They got her back on. After 
she had moved out she came to me begging me to get her into a hospital; she was 
sick, exhausted and starving. I got her into the hospital. Her dealer friends 
phoned in to the cops giving them tips about me, malicious tips—that I was living 
with an underage girl and I guess, from what the producer said, other things. One 
of her friends, who made his living selling drugs to her, told me he'd get me—get 
me into prison, he said. Such is life, Claudia. Such it is. 

Well, anyhow now | have two cats again. I’m glad I could write you some 
good news this time, | mean, about Medical Center. Please forgive me for another 
bummer letter; blame it on TV. 


Love, 
Phil 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] November 26, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


The other day | lay down and at once saw a hypnagogic vision of a great tall 
man with white thatched hair; he stood smiling, holding an enormous book. He 
wore white shining robes and sandels (sp). At the same time a fragment of Greek 
flictced through my mind. At once | woke up and had Tessa research the Greek. 
This time it was for sure from the Pauline Texts; with her various reference books 
she was able to establish that it was from Hebrews 7:26, that that particular 
sequence of words appears nowhere else in the New Testament. What is interest- 
ing is that I had just been reading a book of excerpts of Jung in which he dis- 
cussed—at the part I’d been reading—a passage from Hebrews 7:17, just a few 
lines previous. I’ve never read Hebrews and certainly not in Greek. After reading 
the Jung I fell asleep and saw the person described in that section of Hebrews: an 
ancient Hebrew priest considered by the Christian theologians to have been a 
Logos incarnation prefiguring that of Christ. I’ve believed for some time that the 
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snatches of Greek I hear at night are from the Pauline Texts, but couldn't prove it 
before. 

This is all a feedback system, where I’m given information | couldn't possibly 
have on my own; best of all is like this when he or they can complete a sequence, 
especially in the original tongue. I read in Jung a quote from Hebrews 7:17; ten 
minutes later I dream from Hebrews 7:26 in Paul’s own Greek. If you study theo- 
ties of information transfer and communication, especially between different cul- 
tures (as for example in our attempts to get in touch with extra terrestrial entities, 
the CETI program, etc.) this is what would be theoretically striven for; this is 
ideal. We start a logical or math sequence and they complete it and return to us 
the missing integers. You can see that this is precisely what has been happening in 
my head. That I am in direct mind-to-mind touch with extra terrestrial intelli- 
gence systems has been obvious to me for some time, but what that means is not 
in any way obvious. 

By the way—I’ve now found the section in Virgil’s AENEID which so many 
of my early “dreams” pointed to: it is Book Six. Also I’ve found that a number of 
my dreams are visions of Canto XXVIII of Dante’s “Purgatorio” from the COM- 
EDY. This is linked directly to Virgil, of course, who has been Dante’s guide up to 
this Canto. | learn much from all this, much which is specific (you would not 
believe the research I’ve been doing). 

It’s not all that meaningful to talk about being in contact with extra terres- 
trial intelligences; these are new words to describe ancient experiences. Virgil in 


Book Six says: 


“.,. for immanent Mind, flowing through all its parts 
and leavening its mass, 
Makes the universe work.” 


Obviously “immanent Mind” could be called “extra terrestrial intelligence.” 
So there is nothing new in what I’ve experienced, just new terms. Basically this is 
a religious experience, but also it is more because we are no longer a religious 
world; I am a secular person in a secular society and must understand my experi- 
ences in this context. Otherwise even if | understand them I can’t communicate 
them. 

Well, Claudia, I will tell you what I think They are telling me via graphic 
visions and written and audio material. Enclosed you will find three pages | 
already wrote (I hope | didn’t send them to you already), but recently I came 
across this “Fourth Eclogue” of Virgil: 


“Now comes the final age announced in the Cumean Sibyl’s 
Chant; 

The great succession of epochs is born anew. 

Now the Virgin* returns; the reign of Saturn returns; 

Now a new race descends from heaven on high. 

O chaste Lucina (goddess of births)! smile upon the boy 
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In whose time the race of iron shall first cease, 
And a race of gold shall arise throughout the world. 
Thine own Apollo is now king.” 


* Astraea, or Justice, the last immortal to leave the Earth in the leg- 
end of the Saturnian age. 


When I was possessed back in March it was justice which I first sought out 
everywhere, which was most important to me. | think that the Cumean Sibyl’s 
prophecy has now been fulfilled (Virgil’s Eclogue is based on an actual prophecy 
which she made slightly before the Christian Era). My “dreams” have led me to 
this Eclogue intentionally; the information is here. When you read the enclosed 
three pages you will see how close to realizing this I] already was (I wrote them 
about 45 days or more ago). I believe that after an absence of between 2,000 and 
2,600 years the immortals are now beginning to return, with Justice first. 

The actual esoteric purpose of early Christianity was for the worshippers to 
be possessed by their god, as with other mystery cults and religions. That which 
possessed them then in the First Century AD possessed me back in March, but I 
identify Him more as Apollo than as the Holy Spirit described by Paul. ] think He 
appears to different cultures under different names; to the Greeks one, to the 
Hebrews as Elijah, and so forth. He is plasmatic, immortal, and the great civilizing 
influence of Greece and Egypt and Persia. He can divide himself, being plasmatic. 
To me he brought reason, so I see him as Apollo... but interestingly, this fits what 
the Sibyl predicted. It is a Greek god-possession experience I went through, not 
Jewish. Assuming that what Virgil calls Immanent Mind transcends each individ- 
ual possession, then there is no problem in drawing them all together into an inte- 
gration. These are specific agencies of an overall sentient, living entity. 

By the way—in Book Six of the AENEID, the Sibyl is possessed by the god, 
by Apollo. Paul Williams when he was here showed me a passage from one of Ted 
Sturgeon’s novels which Paul felt showed that my experience had been precisely 
that of the early Christians. I do feel that it was under the aspect of Apollo, how- 
ever, because my needs were for that, for syntosis and reason. 

This happened not because of my needs—we all have needs—but because 
they are coming back, the Immortals. Here is a quote from Paul Williams’ book 
TURNING UPWARD which I just came across (p. 237) [the correct title is PUSH- 
ING UPWARD; Williams did not write these lines but is quoting a 1968 essay by 


Wayne Hansen from the Boston newspaper Avatar]: 


“Men are coming, great men who are among us now, who will 
unite the extremes into an unshakeable structure, unshakeable not 
because of its suppression of the will of the people, but because of its 
perfect expression of that will. And from the present bewilderment, 
anger and chaos a true will must arise to replace that shadow of will, 
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that vacant greed which is now called the will of the people by the 
clumsy dwarves who stumble where graceful giants ought to stride.” 


You should read Paul’s whole section in his book. J think it is all true, the 
above. 

I get very frustrated writing to you about this because I have so much to say 
and can’t spit it out. Papers slide off my desk; books I’m quoting from fall shut; | 
type wrong letters entirely. | am so fucking excited, keyed up, high on all this, and 
terribly impatient, which is not cool—impatient to find people to tell this to, the 
Good News, so to speak. Claudia, an ancient promise made to us, made thousands 
of years ago, is NOW BEING KEPT: Who made it I don’t know, but it was made. 
He or they would come back eventually, and they fucking have, Claudia, they 
fucking have!!! I know it. Again and again in unmistakable ways they have 
assured me of this, and have in addition shown me glimpses of what we can 
expect. That which is rightfully ours, which was taken away, will be returned. 
They will see to that. As Paul called it, the “Time of Restoration of All Things”’— 
it is here now, Claudia. It took a hell of a long time, by our standards, but they did 
keep their ancient promise; they are back. 

The Christians, with their exclusivistic, bigoted, narrow intolerance, believe 
salvation and intervention and restoration is only for them; they're wrong; this is 
for our planet and all its people. There are saviors for all of us, everyone here. To 
the Immortals such distinctions as Christian versus atheist mean nothing; it is like 
Holstein cows versus Jerseys, and my spelling and typing are so shot now that | 
will sign off. 

Next year in a book of Harlan Ellison’s that Harper & Row are bringing out, 
Harlan says: 


“Kurt Weill and Maxwell Anderson wrote, ‘Maybe God’s gone 
away, forgetting His promise He made that day: and we're lost out 
here in the stars.’ And maybe He/She’s just waiting for the right sig- 
nal to come back, whaddaya think?” 


Right on, Harlan. 

In March I abruptly pierced through to the heart of things, I saw within, saw 
reality as it is, and saw the Immortals approaching. | saw the iron prison we live in, 
and | experienced first them and then vision after vision of what our world, our 
lives will be like when they join up the two parts: universe A and universe B. Ours 
is one part and with them they tow the other. What they will do with our world, 
the macrocosmos, will be an analog of what they did with me and other isolated 
individuals or microcosms: in a flash they ignite and fuse everything and then 
imprint an entirely new eidos. It all happens without warning. In microterms I 
experienced the entire trip which the world and all of us will experience: months 
of hunger and want, the growing fear and helplessness, then a renunciation of 
everything, knowing it to be lost forever—then the manifestation of the dazzling 
chromatic forms. From want and no hope and fear and a total giving up all at 
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once there will be a total rebirth, a restitution and a renaissance; life will start up 
anew, without warning. 

In the visions of every Pythagorian in history (Euripides in THE BACCHAE, 
in Wordsworth’s “Ode,” etc.) I discover the same visions that I have seen: what in 
Dante is called Earthly Paradise (he is led to it and finds the lady singing and pick- 
ing flowers; in dream after dream I’ve seen her and heard her singing; now I know 
who she is, and know what the beautiful park which I see is. It is going to be here 
and not in the next world; it’s what Dante himself saw and depicted clearly, and 
his vision is amazingly similar to that of the 6th century B.C. Greek Orphics.). 

Well, I got to sign off because we have to replace all the cat boxes in the 
house now; the cats are grumbling, and when Chester grumbles we all move into 
action. 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] Friday [undated; November 29, 1974] 
Dear Claudia, 


Can | rattle on some more at you? Especially since the big blue cat we got ran 
away as soon as we let him out? Thank you. 

I hope you had a nice Complaingiving. 

Jean-Pierre who bought the UBIK screenplay hasn’t contacted me since 
October. Next Monday (on which day you'll probably receive this) he owes me 
$2,500, which he didn’t have on November first, so we gave him another 30 days. 
I’ll bet he’s in Paris right now. I’m sure [ already told you that Robert Jaffe sug- 
gested that maybe the UBIK purchase was laundered Soviet money, and the 
screenplay right now is in Krakow, Poland. Could be. I still maintain that there is 
some scientific principle in UBIK which I thought was fiction, but which is either 
a new discovery or more likely a rediscovery of one discarded long ago—Ubik, the 
force, itself. Ubik would roughly correspond to the universal immanent mind 
which Virgil mentions. Not only does it animate the universe and cause it to 
work, but since each of us is a piece of the universe (more properly the kosmos, as 
Pythagoras called it) each of us has inside him a spark of that universal mind. The 
Orphics in Greece were the first known group to express this idea, and the entire 
collection of mystery cults was seeking to find ways of bringing out or anyhow con- 
tacting that spark of divinity within. The God Apollo and such like would be links 
between the universal mind within and that in the kosmos around us; he would, 
so to speak, serve to ignite that spark within so that it fused or took over the total 
mind; this would be what possession by the god would more precisely be. 

These categories obviously correspond to the three persons of the Trinity. His- 
torically, god-above-the-universe is encountered first (the Umwelt of the Euro- 
pean Existential psychiatrists), then god-with-us as a human (the Mitwelt, which 
for us would be the second period of man-god encounter: the encounter with 
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the same time, as Jung points out, man is withdrawing his projections from the 
outer world. So these three steps are not only present historically but are psycho- 
logically logical and successive. We can no longer expect to encounter the 
divine—which is to say, the universal immanent mind—anywhere but within our- 
self, although in a sense it is true that the prior two persons or forms of god still 
remain; nonetheless it is inside that we will find him, which is to say, as close to us 
as he could possibly get. I do think that the igniting of this spark so as to consume 
and so-to-speak overpower our own ego or consciousness is achieved from with- 
out somehow; it is an adventitious process, which means, it is not an intrinsic 
addition. It does not merely happen on its own, spontaneously, although every- 
thing is within us, except for the catalyst, which may be nothing more than an 
external disinhibiting stimulus. In my case | saw the dark-haired girl wearing the 
fish sign necklace in March of this year, and it acted as that catalyst. 

The three persons or forms of god inhabit the three worlds which each of us 
experiences; they interact and harmonize. By doing this they keep in accord— 
keep together the kosmos—all sets of reality. This process of harmonization is 
extraordinary; in the short interval I perceived it I was astounded. That’s the 
period in which I saw, as you'll recall, that there are no accidents. 

The mystery cults kept their purpose and techniques secret until Jesus so-to- 
speak stole it and made it available for everyone—same as what’s his name did 
with fire. And paid the ultimate price. However, as Jesus remarked, “I have con- 
quered the world,” meaning that he was successful; what was until then available 
only to a few life-long esoteric students of the cults we can all have. We didn’t 
even know about it until then; Paul is not being vague in his speech when he says 
“Hark! I tell you a sacred secret: we shall not all sleep in death,” etc. He means it 
literally; he told them all what up to then was indeed a sacred secret, guarded by 
the mystery cults, the secret that (one) you can be reborn, (which is not the same 
as being immortal; it means that you must die as you are and then after that you 
are again alive, but different and permanent), and (two) how this can be 
achieved, or more precisely, how it was achieved. No more valuable secret was 
ever stolen and released to the general public than that. I wouldn’t presume to try 
to add to or modify Paul’s own explanation of all this, or John’s, but let me say 
that what happened to me in March is exactly that “in the twinkling of an eye” 
rebirth or transformation, much like an abrupt chemical process ...as the alche- 
mists so realized. But it must as I say be touched off adventitiously—which is the 
role Christ plays or did play, his work being already done. He set it in motion. It 
can't be turned back. He died, but he died knowing he did it. And of course he 
shared—he was the first to share—in the fruits of his own secret. He did add, 
though, that most of us would laugh at all this, finding it incredible and impossible 
and senseless, not to mention stupid. It never meant anything to me until March, 
and in March when it happened to me I couldn't relate what had happened to 
anything I’d ever been taught about God or religion. I thought god was up there 
in the sky. However, he is not; he is a spark which can fuse the total mind in each 
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of us into something entirely new which was not there before (a description of irre- 
versible chemical processes), burning off the dross and making stable (or as the 
Bible says, uncorruptable) the valuable contents. You can readily see the analogy 
between this and a chemical reaction in which the results are spectacular, as with 
ignited gunpowder. There is no way to anticipate the results based on a study of 
the three prior constituents, and if I told you what would happen unless you had 
seen it you probably wouldn’t believe me. Fire is the adventitious element added; 
in the case of the transformation I went through, it is also a kind of fire: seen as 
chromatic phosphene activity. Probably this is radiation phosphene stimulation; 
the Soviets say that such radiation stimulating phosphene activity can come 
here—and does—from sidereal space. | believe it. This is the catalyst. 

The valuable aspect of the external catalyst is that it keeps the process 
within the control of who it is who controls these things; it isn’t going to simply 
occur at a random time for no reason at all. The universal mind dispatches a 
Mediator—which is what Christ is called, correctly—to trigger it off; or anyhow 
the fish sign or any Logos triggering agent. Thereby it, the universal mind, can 
hold the process until it wishes it to take place, which is why the Protestant 
Reformers stressed the power of God’s grace as being the sole power which could 
redeem us, rather than good works. The act must be done by God alone, not by 
us. These are old-fashioned terms for a very mysterious process and event; they 
did the best they could in explaining it. “Well, see, we’re all in a state of sin,” 
(which is jargon for fucked up, deranged, and half blind), “and God's grace 
redeems us unexpectedly. But we have to have faith, which is to say total trust, in 
the power of that grace.” I’m not sure you have to have that trust. I think what 
you have to come to is the last few frames of the long reel of film which was your 
firstborn ego or personality or consciousness, which is what | did. Rationally, at 
least according to the impaired rationality we have, it would seem evident that 
when the final frame is gone, only the void would remain; however, the void is I 
guess God Himself, the Brahman; He fills it up. We have an incorrect idea of the 
nature of the void, and an equally incorrect one as to the nature of objects— 
which are only phenomena, constructs our brain makes out of sense impressions. 
“Literally, God is not,” Erigina said. 

Claudia, on this day we must count our cursings. 

Psychologically, this mental transformation is the radical combining (not rec- 
onciliation but combining) of opposites. From then on everything is understood in 
terms not of “Is it this or that—” but “Both this and that.” Each attempt I make to 
understand and explain and express my experience and the process following has 
to come at last to that: it is what | already thought and what I now think. For 
instance, it is Elijah and the Holy Spirit, not Elijah rather than the Holy Spirit. It 
is Apollo and the Holy Spirit; it is Pagan and Christian. It is very old (circa 100 
A.D.) and points toward the future. It is a literal event in the material world and 
it is symbolism (I mean my dreams or visions); it will be the future here; it will also 
be the Other World when I see it. It involves me alone, and it is for the entire 
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world. Lastly, it is beings from another star system and it is precisely the same tradi- 
tional experience of salvation described in the Bible. 

You find this same unity in Dante’s COMEDY. This is what our modern 
world has lost, this unity in all levels; now we've got compartmentalization 
instead. A thing is either scientifically true or it is religious. It is metaphor rather 
than literal. 

So to sum up, there is a small bit of the macrocosm inside us, inside the 
microcosm; and this small bit equals the whole universal mind. The microcosm 
contains the macrocosm, another concept not thinkable in formal logic. God 
within sees God outside; the two commune with each other. The two link up 
through the mediating flesh or body. So he or it, whatever, is made visible here 
on this world, at this time. Meanwhile, Satan is up at the McDonald’s stand, 
ordering coweye burgers and plastic malts, thinking to keep his power. A few 
more years of coweye burgers and plastic malts, and he'll have had it. 


Phil 


[TO DIANE KENNEDY PIKE] November 30, 1974 


Dear Diane, 


The Love Project card you sent me made me realize how stuffy my letter was. 
Either I am too loose or too up-right and straight wherever I go. Living in Orange 
County has caused me to introject the voices of all the authorities throughout my 
entire life. As a friend said to me recently, “The one good thing about your living 
in Fullerton is that your mother would be proud of you.” However, I am secretly 
untarnished by proper living and approved thoughts. But this will not show until 
Tessa and I get out of here. 

Enclosed you'll find some more photographs of us, and I am sending you 
under separate cover my novel which came out this year, FLOW MY TEARS, 
THE POLICEMAN SAID. The novel presents people and a society without love, 
which at the end is rent apart by a vision which one of the characters has on his 
way home. It is a vision which I myself had, and it changes the character in the 
same way it changed me; it fills him with agape and he promptly acts on it, in an 
extraordinary way. 

The most recent set of visions (all of which I’ve had during altered states of 
consciousness) I managed to locate at the end of the “Purgatorio” section of 
Dante’s COMEDY. It is the vision of Earthly Paradise, just after Virgil leaves him 
as his guide. In my dreams or visions or whatever | heard the lady singing, again 
and again, exquisitely, as Dante describes. And saw what Dante depicts. Orher 
prior visions | located, oddly, in Virgil’s own AENEID, Book Six: the Cyclops, the 
Sibyl, the Blissful Groves, and most of all this: 


294 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


“.. First you must know that the heavens, 
The earth, the watery plains of the sea, 

The moon’s bright globe, the sun and the stars 
Are all sustained by a spirit within, 

For immanent Mind, flowing 

Through all its parts and leavening its mass, 
Makes the universe work...” 


It was this immanent Mind which I encountered during the nine months of 
visionary experiences which began in March of this year, which I want to discuss 
with you. One of the photographs enclosed shows me lying down and half-lost 
into the Other World; you'll see which one at once—I mean which photograph. 
Looking at it | am amazed how far over I had gone at that time; it shows. 


Love, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] November 30, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


] just now wrote Diane Pike; we’ll see what happens. I’d already written her 
and got back a Love Project card. I will keep you informed; she sounds trippy and 
sweet. 

Love works! Always! That’s what the card says. I can dig it. Can’t you? 
Where do we begin? (The La Paz Bar.) 

Claudia, this is an addendum to my previous letter of Friday. John Calvin 
(1509-1564) gives this statement which beyond all doubt describes my experience 
and my thoughts about it afterward: 

“... The natural talents in man have been corrupted by sin, but of the super- 
natural ones he has been wholly deprived ... Therefore, when he revolted from 
the divine government, he was at the same time deprived of those supernatural 
endowments which had been given him for the hope of eternal salvation. Hence 
it follows, that he is exiled from the Kingdom of God, in such a manner that all 
the affections relating to the happy life of the soul are also extinguished in him, 
till he recovers them by the grace of regeneration ... All these things, being 
restored by Christ, are esteemed adventitious and preternatural; and therefore we 
conclude that they had been lost. (Ital. mine.) Again: soundness of mind and recti- 
tude of heart were also destroyed; and this is the corruption of the natural talents. 
For although we retain some portion of understanding and judgment together 
with the will, yet we cannot say that our mind is perfect and sound ... Being a nat- 
ural talent, it could not be totally destroyed, but is partly debilitated ...” 

Also, I read something fascinating in the Monitor yesterday, an article about 
Lewis Mumford (how can a man with no college degrees be all bad?). Mumford 
says: 
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“I think this must be very much like what happened during the transition 
from the Roman civilization, which was highly organized and bent on the same 
ends as our civilization, power, productivity, prestige, to the Christian era. The 
Christians formed in little bands. They began to withdraw from society and 
accepted the poverty which only slaves then were forced to accept. They built up 
a spiritual foundation for their life which gave them the internal energy firmly to 
take over the Roman Empire.” 

If you remember my mentioning it, Claudia, when this first hit me in March | 
looked around and saw ROME! ROME EVERYWHERE! Power and force, stone 
walls, iron bars—just what Mumford expresses above. That I saw this in an 
instant (“in the twinkling of an eye”), is and was not of my own doing; it didn’t 
come out of my mind, my mental processes; it wasn’t a concept or even an aware- 
ness internally: I perceived it. I saw it. | pierced the veil, so to speak, and saw my 
society exactly as it is... which is, as Mumford expresses, like Rome was. What 
puzzled me was since | knew intellectually that Rome was a city in Italy and an 
empire and republic back before Christ, then where was I, in Fullerton or back 
there, now or back then? Again, the [question is] “is it this or is it that,” whereas 
the answer is, “it is both.” In Mumford’s sense, “Rome” is a paradigm. I was so to 
speak taken up on the mountain, a metaphor in itself, and shown. “See?” the 
Spirit said. “What do you see all around you? You see Rome.” 

] was amazed, troubled, and fucked up. It was a dreadful sight: a slave state, 
like Gulog. (sp) 

There is no doubt in my mind now that my “vision” of my society was accu- 
rate in the sense that Mumford means it; I hadn't gone back in time, but in a 
sense Rome had come forward, by insidious and sly degrees under new names, hid- 
den by the flak talk and phony obscurations, at last into our world again. Look! 
The Christians conquered Rome, but only for a time; Rome swallowed up its con- 
querors, like China does. At last Rome began by stealthy degrees to surface once 
more, to manifest itself. Therefore it is not surprising that that same Holy Spirit 
which rose against it then, in 100 or so A.D., has returned to arouse us as before, 
as it roused our ancestors, metaphorically speaking. It is the trumpet call to fight 
once more for freedom. Like Mumford says. 

Well I got to go because a lot of publicans and sinners, tax collectors and 
other riffraff abound, and I must deal with them. 


Love, 
Phil 


PS. I tell you, Claudia, Calvin is right; “we’re (one) missing entirely certain facul- 
ties and (two) what we have, the remaining ones, are very much hazed over. 
When I saw correctly in March it’s like when you get a new pair of glasses and can 
read everything, see everything. Really, his distinction is meaningful between the 
natural faculties such as reason which are fucked up, and other ones which we 
can't even catch a glimpse of until they return. The only thing is, how come this 
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happened? How did we (one) lose certain faculties entirely? and (two) have the 
remaining ones occluded as they are, for all of us, unless somehow as in a miracle 
of healing, they’re restored? Surely there must be a scientific explanation for this, 
having to do with brain function and dormant sections, inhibited firing of whole 
neural circuits ...and this is precisely what I was trying to achieve back in March, 
to get neural firing roused, to cause circuits to fire which had never fired. What | 
think now, with Calvin, is that at one time (our childhood? Thousands of years 
ago) they did fire or anyhow were intended to fire, to be firing all this time. But 
something went wrong. Something dreadful. 

At the very least they can be somehow made to fire, finally, whether they 
ever fired before or not. The next step in human evolution or a lost section of our 
brains ... either way the results are outta sight. 


(TO ADDRESSEE UNKNOWN] December 2, 1974 
Dear Editor: 


Those who warned us that the push toward more and more abortions would 
be followed by a mass sterilization program seem to have been correct. “It can’t 
happen here” was what | thought; now | wonder. What comes next? Slave labor 
programs under nice names, such as Work Rehabilitation For the Poverty- 
Stricken—nice names for projects which underneath spell out GENOCIDE. 

What is being done to the poor, the sick, the old, the racial minorities, the 
helpless, is dreadful ... which is to say, to most of us. I guess it'll be a lot more 
pleasant for the wealthy and powerful when we’re not alive to clutter up their 
landscape. The only thing is, maybe it’s time for us to fight back. Like the Jews in 
Nazi Germany, | don’t see why we should go quietly. At least like in articles like 
yours, we can protest and call attention to this. Thank you very much. 


[TO VICTORIA SCHOCHET, editor, Harper & Row] December 8, 1974 
Dear Ms. Schochet: 


Thanks for sending me DEATHBIRD STORIES [by Harlan Ellison] and the 
nice letter with it. Really, | don’t usually go out on a limb like this, but I think this 
is an extraordinary collection, a landmark, something which will become a perma- 
nent part of our culture from the date of release on. In comparison with 
DEATHBIRD STORIES, most of what the rest of us are writing is dim and thin. 

For my own self, | want to congratulate you on publishing it, and for your evi- 
dent personal enthusiasm. I'm sure this will pay off in all respects, for our field of 
science fiction most especially. Again, thank you, and the best of luck. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] December 8, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Here’s the Malcolm Edwards piece I mentioned on the phone. 

I hope you're feeling okay. I wish I could have said more or anyhow listened 
more; I hope I seemed to be hearing what you were saying (Christopher was yell- 
ing in the other room, and I was having trhouble ahem trouble keeping my head 
together. But | did hear. You, I mean.) 

There is not much more | can think to say. 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] December 9, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Regarding Malcolm Edwards’ piece (the U.K. s-f magazine which it will 
appear in is the most striking looking s-f magazine which ever did exist!)—] 
meant to point out to you specifically his discussion about the koinos kosmos in 
my two novels UBIK and FLOW MY TEARS. As to UBIK, Malcolm says, does he 
not, that in it their various idios kosmoses decay, and the koinos kosmos (which | 
believe he speaks of as being “strangely different”) breaks through. Now, Claudia, 
since my own experiences from March on to an enormous extent, in fact to an 
eerie extent, resemble the experiences in UBIK, then I tend to think that perhaps 
Malcolm, were he discussing this, would say to me, “What you’ve been experienc- 
ing, Phil, is the koinos kosmos breaking through to you. Evidently your idios 
kosmos began to decay, collapse and otherwise sputter out. This had to happen 
before the koinos kosmos could enter. And, Phil, what is interesting is that the koi- 
nos kosmos is indeed a cosmos, not a chaos; it is structured, and in total harmony 
each part with all the others.” And Malcolm could add, “And a hell of a lot better 
than your idios kosmos which sputtered out.” I’d agree. 

Viewed this way, the authentic koinos kosmos is nothing other than the time- 
less world of God: the Eternal Universe of unchanging forms (Plato), of endless 
absolute relationships (Spinoza). 

Malcolm, without intending it, may have given the best explanation yet of 
my experiences. And if this explanation is the correct one, then it would ratify 
beyond doubt the validity of the experiences and take them forever out of the 
realm of the freaky. 

Love, 
Phil 


298 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] December 9, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


First, | have cleaned the keys on my typewriter. Second, | am enclosing an 
early Christmas present: a check for a piddling six bucks for you to buy the Jeffer- 
son Starship LP Dragonfly. You are to read the text—i.e. the lyrics—for the song 
“Hyperdrive.” Which I think of, wrongly, as corners in time. It is a neat record, 
and also when you listen to the words or read them on the sleeve, you will see at 
once that I am a reincarnation of Grace Slick. That explains it all; so much for 
that. Now I can turn to other topics. 

However, in case I change to another theory later on, the Grace Slick reincar- 
nation one having fizzled, you are to read as source material the book COSMIC 
CONSCIOUSNESS by Dr. Richard M. Bucke, a Dutton Paperback D245, or did | 
tell you already? It explains—I mean, it would have explained except I know now 
because of the Grace Slick Reincarnation Theory—what became I mean what 
happened to me. The cover on the book itself is worth the price. 

You are also to read the section on Spinoza in Will Durant’s The Great Phi- 
losophers book. After that you can smoke or go to the girls’ room, or both together. 

There will be a test. It is called: Living in the USA in this century. Everyone 
will be automatically flunked, since it is not possible to live in the USA in this cen- 
tury. 

How can there be a county in England called Middlesex? There is no Middle- 
sex, at least not that I know of. 

On forms, where it asks “Sex” instead of M or F I am now going to circle M, 
which is about as cryptic as anything I ever wrote, and had you noticed that M or 
F is spade talk for motherfucker? Almost? 

| had a wonderful dream last night. I was in the Other World again, and 
there | encountered the Nitty Gritty Dirt Band. Each person was playing a five 
string banjo. One of them was my dead aunt Marion (not the banjo, the person). 
They then showed me a beautiful world of lovely creatures which man hadn't yet 
destroyed, very shy and gentle creatures. It was explained to me that the reason 
God had covered two-thirds of the Earth with water was that this way many many 
species of life would be safe from man destroying them, at which realization | 
began to cry bitterly, that God had to go to such trouble to protect life from us, 
and that we do such things. They then were so good as to show me an invention 
of the future: a small complex engine the size of a clock. Realizing it was based on 
a principle not known to us in our time, I frantically studied the information writ- 
ten on the back of this orb-like artifact, then, having committed the information 
to memory, | hurried frantically back to my own time (now) to write it down 
before | forgot it. When I woke up, I had forgotten it, except that at one point the 
info went: “...based on a concept buried in a basement and forgotten, this twin- 
drive opposed rotary assembly which imparts counterspin by...” and that was all. 
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For hours after | woke up I tried to recall the principle on which it worked. Torque 
was passed back and forth from left to right in some way by a clutch system, and 
also hysterisis was imparted by a sort of linked cam which could wind like tape 
around a drum at high speed and then transferred the way the gears of a bike 
change its chain by flipping it. Well, out of sight out of mind, I always say, except 
that in this dream it was clearly shown that I was in the future, and they were try- 
ing to impart scientific and engineering design knowledge to me to bring back 
here. It failed. Or rather I failed. 

At one point in the dream I was reaching to take a plate on which was a 
piece of cake, but a small child, in a position of authority, told me firmly, “No, 
that belongs to Mrs. Fields.” I argued with him but lost. After I woke up | 
thought, Who is “Mrs. Fields?” and finally | remembered hearing about her on 
the radio news; she is the woman who in the early ’sixties claimed that people 
from outer space had stopped her and her husband, and after a discussion 
between them they’d shown her a star chart of where they were from and their 
trade routes. The news said that by a later star chart drawn up by our astrono- 
mers and now in use but not in use then (circa 1961) Betty Fields’ star map 
showed an accurate resemblance to a section which identified their home star as 
Zeta Reticuli. (She told this under hypnosis by a psychiatrist, the radio said.) 
(Which is how we test people to see if they're lying, | guess.) In my dream the 
piece of cake was all grooved, as if worked over by a fork, sort of worn away by 
gnawing. I think now it was a dimly envisioned relief map which I was seeing, 
probably of the state of Florida. 

The space people come from Florod fuc, Fuck it. 

If I’m not a reincarnation of Grace Slick then who am I? And why in mid- 
March did | acquire paranormal powers of the most noble kind, much like Spinoza 
had, plus much much more. (I’m kidding.) (I’m not kidding.) (Neither is true.) 
(Both are true.) 

Claudia, let me lay this theory on you, seriously. These are not space travel- 
ers, they are time travelers, from the future; they are here to tinker with our pres- 
ent, to make small but vital adjustments in order to direct it toward a specific 
outcome. So we are dealing with alternate universes, as in s-f. | close my case: 
QED. All facts are subsumed by this hypothesis, all which I’ve experienced. All. | 
kid you not, honey. They really flat out told me last night, but I’d come so very 
very Close to guessing. (For god’s sake don’t tell anybody this, Claudia; if it’s true, 
wouldn't be cool; if I’m wrong, wouldn't be cool. Okay?) 


Love, 
Phil 


PS. Please excuse the spots of baby food on the envelope. We keep such things 
near Christopher’s high chair, and he throws his food at them. Shags his cereal, so 
to speak. 
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What I had meant to say | didn’t say: that the paranormal powers I acquired 
abruptly in mid-March were/are so extraordinary that even psi theory won't 
account for them. Also, I’d begun to arrange them in an orderly fashion in my 
mind and had begun to notice that although they seemed to be diverse in scope, 
actually all were pre-cog in nature. In March | began to prepare systematically for 
events which were coming which I had no way to anticipate. Someday maybe | 
can tell you the whole story, but all ] really can say now is that using the Principle 
of Parsimony, all that took place in my life can be explained this one way: that | 
knew the future absolutely, the way we normally know the past, that I was in fact 
moving backward in time somehow, in relationship to the universe, or more accu- 
rately, a personality had been superimposed on me which was so moving, in that 
counter-direction, an astute personality which could with no difficulty anticipate 
and prepare logically for everything which was coming (this personality was in no 
true sense me, | would say, unless we are to extend the concept of personal iden- 
tity into a dimension which we cannot). It saw the future coming and coped with 
it, but outside of that specific mode of coping, it seemed no more acquainted with 
total reality than I. Given this one operating principle, that it had come from the 
future, back here, jumped backward in time, then every diverse datum falls into 
place: for example its enormous shock, as in re-entry, to find itself back in a slave 
society. (Vide Grace Slick’s lyrics in “Hyperdrive,” okay?) 

It came here purposefully and after its initial shock it managed to do, I think, 
what it came here to do. Whether it is still here (so to speak, melded permanently 
with my own identity) I’m not sure; in any case the communication conduit 
which it had established remains, which is, I think, to its own time (the future) 
and its own people (persons there-and-then). 

Isn’t this heavy? But its purpose was totally benign; if anything, to rectify bad 
things, to make adjustments for the purpose of sustaining lives, our lives in particu- 
lar. | deem that good. 


[TO NANCY HACKETT] December 11, 1974 
Dear Nancy, 


Thank you very much for sending us the sand candle which | presume was 
made by Isa. Tell her it is lovely. We have it in the living room and show it to 
everyone. 

Nancy, | would very much like to hear from Isa by phone so I| can give her my 
love, and also find out from her—and from you—what I should get her for Christ- 
mas. Of course I can send money, but in any case it would mean a great deal to 
me to talk to her. I think it would mean much to her, too. 

I’m enclosing an article by the first Imperator of the order which | belong to, 
the Rosicrucians. I think this is an excellent presentation of Rosicrucian feelings 
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about Jesus, and I’d appreciate it very much if you could read it to Isa as well as 
read it yourself; I’m sure you will enjoy it. 
I'll hope to hear from you very soon. 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] December 14, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


Congratulations on your birthday. Mine is December 16th, same as Beetho- 
ven and Willis McNelly (so y9u ahem. You and | are the same sign, as you asked 
into). 

Of course there is a sixth book of the AENEID. The work is divided into a 
bunch of books, but comprise one volume. You could I guess call it the sixth vol- 
ume. Jeez, Claudia. 

Now I ask you to read Heinrich Zimmer’s THE KING AND THE CORPSE. 
You must, Claudia, or God will pee on you. Like with all else, it explains my experi- 
ences, and what else is there in life but my experiences? And yours, too, of course. 

I now have four books under movie option. Martin Scorsesne (sp) has one on 
TIME OUT OF JOINT. One should go through, I’d imagine. 

This letter is no letter. I’m writing to say happy birthday (“Hippy pappy birthl- 
day,” as Wol put it in POOH). There are no other thoughts in my mind. 

Someday we will meet, Claudia. I do want to say, Thank you for what you 
said in your Dec 8/10 letter about my letters & calls meaning something to you. 
Since you are a vital link for me to life and love, dream and world, then it is all 
very symettric, and the hell with it sp-wise; I give up. Symmetric, maybe? Sym- 
mettric? Aw, fuck it! Wow! 

As to “seperate,” just remember that “separate has a rat in it. A RAT.” Get 
it? (I saw that on a TV cop show.) 

Our world is decaying. Good; the rotten fruit, doomed to death, decays to 
reveal the imperishable seed within, the jewel which will then shine (vide 
Zimmer’s book, supra). Thus the cycle of birth and death, rather than as we see it; 
the new life, hitherto hidden within the dying body, suddenly emerges as that 
body decays totally away (vide UBIK). Okay? 


Love, 
Phil 
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[TO CATHOLIC WORKER MOVEMENT] December 15, 1974 


Dear Friends: 


Enclosed you will find a check for one hundred dollars. My wife and I read 
the article about you in the L.A. Times today, and even though we are not Catho- 
lics, we certainly think you’re doing really good things. Hang in there. And God 
bless. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO CLAUDIA BUSH] December ,7. or rather: December 18, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


I wish | had drawn you a diagram of the twin opposing drive engine which | 
saw in my dream, which I verbally described. In the dream they were telling me to 
write it down and showing me a pencil. I think they wanted me to draw a dia- 
gram. If ] had, the main part would have looked like this: 

[No drawing on carbon copy] 

Reason | know is that | did draw it for Tessa. Anyhow, today | found this 
item in the ENQUIRER at the grocery store, which I am enclosing. You will see 
I’m sure that in the Indian drawing as well as the diagram derived from it, a virtu- 
ally identical section is plainly central, although they interpret its meaning quite 
differently from the way I understood the engine system in my dream. Still, we all 
draw the same conclusion, which I guess is what matters. 

Also, in a book Tessa brought home the other day on UFOs, in one chapter 
they say they speculate that there may be an intelligent energy in space which con- 
tacts humans now and then, and that one of the things it gives us is healing tech- 
niques. Healing techniques are a main element in what I’ve gotten since March 
from what | have decided is a “plasmatic energy life form.” Sounds like their specu- 
lation leads them in the same direction as mine. 

Am enclosing also some recent notes | made after reading about the eminent 
Soviet astrophysicist Nikolai Kozyrev’s theory about time being the basic energy 
(sic) of the universe which is everywhere at the same moment and sustains all 
things. 

I think we’re on the verge of a new cosmogeny, in which acausal factors tak- 
ing place simultaneously are considered as an entity—the universe is Happening. 


My graffiti for today, which I made up: THE UNIVERSE IS A CHEAP SHOT. 


Love, 
Phil 


THE SELECTED LETTERS OF PHILIP K. DICK 303 


PS. I told Tessa that the test of my truly being a pre-cog would be if the day I was 
moved to write you that little gift-check, Dec 9th, turned out to be your birthday. 
Did it? Yes, it did, didn’t it? QED 


[TO HATTE RUBENSTEIN December 19, 1974 
(Dick's stepdaughter from his marriage to Anne) ] 


Dear Hatte, 


No words can express my surprise & delight at hearing from you. My Christ- 
mas is happy already! 

This really isn’t a letter but just a response to let you know how pleased I am. 
Next time I write Ursula I'll tell her how much you like her writing. In fact, would 
you object if I sent your letter on to her to read? She is a very nice lady and 
smokes a pipe. In the current Vertex she’s interviewed and talks a lot about me or 
rather my writing. I’m glad she doesn’t express her views of me, personally, since in 
a recent letter she told me that I am pleasantly nuts. I had hoped to fly with her to 
the U.K. next March, when we both go to lecture in London, but she declined. | 
mean, to fly there with me, not to lecture. | find that depressing. 

They wrote me the other day from London and asked me to be guest of 
honor at a s-f convention there, and to phone and say if I would. I did and said [ 
wouldn’t. Why? they asked, and IJ said, “Because I have nothing worthwhile to 
say.” Then I remembered about my going to lecture there in March. “I mean, in 
addition to my lecture,” I said quickly. “That’s all ] have to say, what I’m going to 
say in my lecture.” They asked what I was going to say in my lecture. “I don’t 
know,” I said. 

Also I was asked to be guest of honor in Canada next year or whatever and | 
said no that time, too. 1 was supposed to be guest of honor at a convention this 
year in California, and didn’t show up, although I was listed. Only thing | did this 
year was to speak at the Carsacon, which was the all-Los Angeles high school dis- 
trict s-f fair which the kids put on. We were all there, we luminaries in the field, 
inc. Ted Sturgeon and Ray Bradbury and Norman Spinrad. After that 1 came 
home. 

Also, I wrote my first screenplay ever, an adaptation of UBIK. When I turned 
it over to the director he smiled and departed, and no one has seen him since. He 
owes me a lot of money. However, Rolling Stone is printing a long interview-article 
on me early next year, and will mention the forthcoming flick of UBIK, so Jean- 
Pierre will probably surface then. (My director.) It’s all very depressing (see para- 
graph one, final sentence.) 

Some French intellectuals flew here earlier this year and told me that UBIK 
is one of the four or five more important books ever written, but unfortunately 
they could not explain why. 

That, too, is depressing. 
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I] mean, their not being able to say why. Has something to do with Plato’s 
eternal archetypal forms, a new revision of his theory which I had to come up with 
to make the plot of UBIK work. Evidently from what I read, much of UBIK is 
true, in some way which I don’t fathom. In France on Paris TV it was suggested | 
be given the Nobel Prize in Lit, mostly because of it. However, they could not 
explain why, so 1 came home overtired and cross and had to go right to bed. 

Maybe people who win the Nobel Prize in general get overtired and cross. 
That’s depressing. 

Anyhow, it was wonderful to hear from you, although I wish you two lived 
closer (to me) so ] could come and visit you. Any chance of your sending me a pic- 
ture of yourselves? I haven’t seen you since 1964, Hatte, and so have little if any 
idea how beautiful you are now. 

Maybe I will find a pic of me to send, and if so, it is with this letter, or rather 
non-letter. 

This non-letter just proves that even professional writers can’t always write, 
even when highly motivated. 

It is bad karma. 

Well, 1 found five pics to send you. Also | figured out what is depressing me— 
it’s because today a letter came for Tessa my wife from her old high school, a pri- 
vate school, and I noticed its motto: 

AN EXCEPTIONAL SCHOOL FOR THE POTENTIALLY CAPABLE 

And | started laughing, since as | understand language, “potentially capable” 
means that if all goes well you will be able to do as well as the rest of us. Some 
motto. And then I got depressed out of guilt, because I laughed. But it is funny, 
really. Rather, they should have phrased it: 

A POTENTIALLY CAPABLE SCHOOL FOR THE EXCEPTIONAL 

Although as I understand the flak talk terms now, “exceptional” means your 
brains are scrambled or something equally bad, like if you have six legs, etc., and 
scuttle a lot. 

I better sign off. | hope you like the pics, which are of me, my son Christo- 
pher and our cat Pinky. Lots of love, and do please keep in touch. 


[TO CLAUDIA BUSH] December 21, 1974 
Dear Claudia, 


It was a day like any other, except that the card from you came in the mail, 
and so did the Christmas present, which | all at once after gazing at it an hour, 
seized on and opened. They, the arrow heads, are now safely behind the heavy 
glass sliding doors of my special steel case where I keep precious things like that. It 
is amazing, but that is exactly what | got it for and keep there: a few very early 
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stamps (including the actual first: the one penny black from England, 1840), bone 
china cups, my trilobite fossil, the collection of James Stephens’ poems (complete, 
which it took me over two decades to complete, including one volume with his sig- 
nature), a necklace of beads which Kathy made for me for my birthday one time, a 
small poured ceramic statue which | made from an oil clay mould, back around 
1953, of a household deity in rabbit god form—in other words, Claudia, those 
things which mean more to me than anything else in the world except for the peo- 
ple who gave them to me. 

Well, I have to admit that this is where 1 keep a copy of the books of mine 
which I think are good ones, but by and large these are precious items which con- 
nect me not with myself but with loved people. I gave the oil clay original of the 
household deity to an ex girlfriend of mine around 1964, a girl I truly loved—this 
was when we'd split up long ago and she was married. She and her husband built a 
small glass case for it and put it on permanent display, she loved it so. The same 
way I feel about the two arrow heads. And Tessa was equally overcome. 

I’m enclosing some very recent pics, and you'll see behind Tessa and her little 
sister Georgia the glass door case in which the arrow heads now rest. 

I will tell people that they are on permanent loan from the Claudia K. Bush 
collection, which is East of here. 

I hope you have a good Christmas. Robert Heinlein sent us a card explaining 
that there was nothing good in 1974 and there will be even less (how’s that 
again?) in 1975, so he can’t in good conscience send out Christmas cards, but 
instead has mailed everyone this explanation. I think something very good hap- 
pened in 1974: we got rid of them. And maybe in 1975 we'll get rid of them again. 

Lots of love, Claudia. 


Phil 


[TO U.S. POST OFFICE] December 23, 1974 
Dear Sirs: 


I got the enclosed Xerox “Think a Prayer” chain letter in the mail, tore it up 
in anger, and then my wife told me that she understood that it is against postal reg- 
ulations for people to send such stuff as this. | then phoned you, and the Postal 
employee who answered the phone told me to send it to you, since evidently it 
does violate U.S. Postal regulations. 

Enclosed also is the envelope in which it came to me. The only name on it 
which I recognize is: , Santa Rosa, Calif, which is the last 
name. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 
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[TO MRS. ] December 23, 1974 
Dear 


] just received this “Think a Prayer” letter and I presume from you, since 
yours is the only name on the list 1 recognize. I am destroying it, rather than send- 
ing it on, since, as the Scriptures point out, great wealth is a barrier to salvation 
(which you get if you send the 20 copies) and those who die in faith of God live in 
throughout eternity. Therefore to copy this letter 20 times and send them on 
would do Satan’s work, artfully disguised in his own terms of what is good luck 
and what is not. Also, Saint Paul tells us to avoid black magic, as it will doom us; 
so those who copy this and mail it on are, from God’s standpoint, doomed, 
although from the world’s standpoint, they receive good luck. 

Also, since circulating these things is illegal (I phoned the PO. and discussed 
it with them) I am turning it over to the Postal Authorities. 


Cordially, 
Philip K. Dick 


(TO PAUL WILLIAMS] December 23, 1974 
Dear Paul, 


Just a note to thank you for phoning me and reading the article to me. It is 
indeed a dynamite article. 

You may recall the day we were over at Special Collections Library at Cal 
State Fullerton, and ] revealed my mystic vision which came over me around 
March of this year, in which I saw the world—make that universe—entirely differ- 
ently. Finally, in doing my homework on this, I found someone who had that 
worldview before me, and oddly it is a Greek philosopher who someone who flew 
here from France to interview me mentioned, around April. ] had never read any- 
thing about Empedocles before. This French guy, who was doing his doctoral the- 
sis on UBIK, wondered if my reading of Empedocles had influenced me, or had 
any other pre-Socratic Greek. I had to admit no. Evidently this French dude had 
correctly seen that UBIK expressed the worldview of Empedocles and to a lesser 
extent other Ionian Greeks or the Eleatic School. It was all meaningless to me, 
what he was saying, back then; how strange that my vision of the universe would 
conform in strict and exact detail to that of specific early Greek philosophers, 
views (as Lem pointed out in his article) long ago discarded. 

Also, from what I read about Empedocles, he had certain what we'd have to 
call religious or mystical experiences which he discussed only with his friends; 
from the evidence I’m convinced these experiences resemble mine—were in fact 
identical. Empedocles was smart enough not to talk about them openly, and I’m 
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trying to do the same. Whatever hit me in March hit him back in 400 or so B.C. 
Reading about his interpretation of them I can much better understand them for 
my own purposes. Also, I might add, Empedocles was certain that some day, 
through transmigration, he would return. 

Empedocles may have correctly anticipated that he would come back, but | 
doubt if he expected to come back and find himself living in Fullerton. 

According to legend, by the way, Empedocles never died; he just disap- 
peared. Like Elijah. These are heavy thoughts, Paul. In my opinion Elijah and 
Empedocles and Asklepios and a few others are all the same entity, manifesta- 
tions of some ultra-human life form, a bioplasmic entity which is immortal. And 
which seizes upon one human, then another, and so passes down through time, 
educating and healing and informing and improving people. Empedocles 
fought—and overthrew—a tyranny, in his time, much like the one we have 
recently had. The god Thoth in Egypt was another of them/him. I modestly 
hope to do my part, as well. 

Empedocles claimed, to his personal friends, that he was a god. Another of 
the “jack of all trades” gods, like Thoth, bringing us all the arts, with knowledge 
and healing the most important. | believe it was after you left here that this hap- 
pened to me, but anyhow | was falling asleep and all at once I saw a hypnagogic 
vision: a smiling man with white hair, a very young man, huge and muscular, clasp- 
ing an enormous book; he wore a Greek or Roman style toga, and he smiled with 
warmth and love—a young and vigorous and guileless man. At the same time | 
heard snatches of Greek, which Tessa was able to translate for me. Whoever it 
was, this was my first clear sight of him, the huge white-haired young man, clasp- 
ing the huge book. His toga (or robes) was white, like his hair. 

Or maybe I told you. But doesn’t it bear repeating? The Greek consisted of 
two words meaning, “...and higher than.” This sequence appears in Hebrews 
7:26, in the passage, “For such an high priest became us, holy, harmless, undefiled, 
separate from sinners, and made higher than the heavens.” An hour before I had 
this vivid hypnagogic experience | was reading a book of selections from Jung, and 
in a passage Jung had quoted from the seventh chapter of Hebrews, in English of 
course, just a few lines prior to this. (I had never read Hebrews, ever, and certainly 
not in Greek.) Then I fell asleep, saw the vision of the smiling man, and heard 
this snatch of Greek which appears a few lines later from what Jung quoted; it is in 
fact a continuation in the original Greek of the section which Jung quoted from, a 
description of a certain pre-Christian priest who is considered by Christian schol- 
ars to have been a “pre-incarnation, to Jesus, of the Logos.” So maybe all these are 
Logos incarnations, Empedocles, Elijah, Jesus and, ahem, later ones who I won't 
name. (Don't laugh, Paul; this is serious.) 

Well, I got to go now because my ribbon is wearing thin. Also my presenta- 
tion. Saturday night a producer and his money man came down here to talk 
with me about writing an original screenplay. They brought a beautiful chick 
whom they only identified as “Barbara.” She played with Christopher, washed 
the dishes, shopped with Tessa ... then I finally got around to asking her who 
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was she, and it turned out she is Barbara Seagull, and of course David Carradine 
is the father of her own baby, who she had been wanting to bring down here to 
play with Christopher. She was very lovely and sweet and upfront and gentle, 
and I realized, Paul, that I had never met anyone like her, and I could see why 
she is well thought of. I missed her very much after she left. I don’t ever nor- 
mally get to meet people like her. 

I’m enclosing an item from the L.A. Times about the N.Y. Times’ article 
about CIA activities against antiwar people in the country during the Nixon 
period. “The CIA had mounted a huge campaign against antiwar forces in the 
United States during the Nixon era,” as it is put. Also: “The surveillance contin- 
ued and increased in the Nixon administration ... with special attention paid to 
antiwar groups. CIA domestic operations reportedly included break-ins, wiretap- 
ping and surreptitious inspection of mail.” | think now, with this coming out, 
that any reasonable man would grant that it is a reasonable theory that my 
house was hit by the government, in view of my anti-war activities. Reading this 
item, | remembered that in 1969 or so the Ramparts tax-protest declaration was 
published, the protest against the war surcharge tax. My signature was on it. 
(One of 500 U.S. artists, writers and intellectuals protesting the war, and threat- 
ening to withhold payment of federal income taxes. I know no one else person- 
ally who signed it, except me.) I found my copy of Ramparts lying on top of the 
rubble around my blown files, when | got home that night, and wondered at 
once if there was a connection. 


Love, 
Phil 


PS. 1 might add in passing (since I have some blank space to fill and I love 
talking with you) that the above-mentioned producer’s money man turned out 
to be an attorney. | was talking about the break-in of my house and what the 
cops said to me about getting out of Marin County or being shot... anyhow, for 
what it’s worth (I am obsessed, aren’t I? But so was Empedocles), and he said, 
“The cops were coming down hard on your ass. I don’t know what you were 
doing, but you get around the corner; you're here, alive, doing fine.” I asked him 
what “getting around the corner” meant, and he explained, “You were too formi- 
dable for them; you talked your way out of it.” So I said, “You mean they had 
worse in mind?” | think he put it this way: “Considering what they did it would 
seem that you escaped a lot more, specifically jail or being killed. Anyhow they 
succeeded in doing very little compared to what they obviously would have 
liked to do. This is a good place for you to come, down here to Orange County. 
You're probably a lot safer here.” What in a way is interesting, Paul, is that he 
also said that he had seen this kind of thing happen to his several clients, hits or 
break-ins or whatever like this, by the authorities; he took the pattern for 
granted. His main response was not to challenge who did it but to point out to 
me how lucky I was to get away. He thought I had outwitted them. He thought 
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I was very smart... but also “glib, facile and childlike.” Later on he suddenly 
asked me, “In nursery school, did they mark on your report card, ‘refuses to take 
naps’?” That certainly is an all time difficult question, Paul; can you imagine the 
opposing attorney, in court, asking you that while you’re under oath—and you 
have to tell the truth? How embarrassing! I shut up after that, and wouldn't 
admit anything, until I’d consulted with my own lawyer. 


[TO KLEO (Dick's second wife) @ NORMAN MINI] December 26, 1974 


Dear Kleo and Norman, 


It was good to hear from you. This is the news about us: 

BABY 

Christopher is fine (see enclosed pic). 

MOOD 

It’s been a busy and happy year for us. 

MONEY 

We took in a lot of money. 

WORK 

I wrote and sold my first screenplay, an adaptation of UBIK. 

PUBLICITY 

Rolling Stone interviewed me; it'll be out in a couple months. 

HEALTH 

I was three times in the hospital, but met a nice priest and a nice guy from 
Special Forces Demolition and we became friends. 

SANITY 

] got much of mine back that I lost after Nancy left me in 1970. 

HARMONY 

Tessa and | got along fine, except for two fights. 

FRIENDS 

We saw very few people this year. 

EDUCATION 

I've been deep in the study of Greek philosophy. 

AMBITION 

Four novels of mine are optioned to the movies now. 

THE BIG TIME 

A producer who came down to visit brought Barbara Seagull with him. She 
did the dishes and played with Christopher. I liked her. 

HOPE 

We hope to see the rest of the tyranny be overthrown in 1975. 

SOCIAL ACTIVITIES 

We turned most of our available money over to famine relief. 


MYSTICAL STUFF 
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] discovered that I am Empedocles rebom, as I knew I would be eventually. 


Cordially, 
Phil 


[ADDRESSEE UNKNOWN] December 28, 1974 
Dear Margot, 


Thank you for writing me. It was a very good letter. Thank you in particular 
for what you said about UBIK. Just the other day I looked up the Greek philoso- 
pher Empedocles and I was amazed to see that UBIK in many ways expresses his 
world-view. It is a view generally discarded these days. In May of this year a guy 
from France doing his doctoral thesis on UBIK flew here and asked me, "You 
know Empedocles?" to which | had to admit no, | didn’t even know the name. 
The French guy got very angry, as if he believed I was lying, and walked out. Now 
I can see why. It is impossible to believe that anyone could write UBIK without 
having gotten the concepts from Empedocles. By the way—Empedocles, I read, 
believed that he would be reincarnated and return some day. I’m not kidding. He 
expected to come back—but | bet he didn’t anticipate finding himself in Fuller- 
ton. I guess the part where they’re all dead is because ol’ E. has been dead these 
many centuries and knows a lot about how it feels (I wish I was kidding when I say 
all this, but I’m not; I mean, I really sort of believe this). 

I received the Rolling Stone article/interview in Xerox typescript in the mail. 
It is outta sight. I’m hoping you'll see it when it comes out. 

Did | tell you that I grew up in Berkeley? Yeah, you knew that. I lived most of 
my life there, and can easily envision where you live and what it is like. I’ve got to 
come up to the Bay Area on legal biz in the next two months; if I haven’t seen you 
down here, could I drop by up there and see you again? I liked you terribly, terribly 
much, which is a whole lot of much. We could drive around Tilden Park and go 
off a cliff in the dark or something, like I used to do, or go hiking up around Lake 
Anza. I’ve got many friends there, like Bob Silverberg and Poul Anderson, but | 
will visit you if you'll let me and the heck with them. 

We had a good Christmas. A girl I used to know came over (I think I have a 
bad attitude. More on that some other time). 

Actually my brain feels flushed right now and | can’t think what to write you, 
except to say that Tessa and I really enjoyed the evening with you and miss you. 
Tessa has never seen Berkeley. Well, at one time neither had Patty Hearst. There is 
a first time for everything. 

I got a Christmas card from the Soviet Union. Did you? 

In my opinion, all the secrets of the universe are in UBIK, if we could discern 
them. Runciter is the Logos. Ubik, the force, is Immanent Mind. It is a paradigm 
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of our actual world which we can’t see, since it is hidden by Maya. The Logos, like 
Runciter, is trying to get through to us to assist us. And so on. 

Please do not tell people that I am a reincarnation of Empedocles, however, 
as it will spoil my image. 

Margot, back in 400 B.C. Empedocles did a lot for Athens, and I hope to do 
the same for Fullerton, although the motivation is less pronounced, if you see 
what I mean. Does that make Santa Ana into Sparta? 

My next letter will be better (by “better” read worth something) since I will 
have recovered from the Christmas depression into which I sink every year at this 
time. 


Love, 
Phil Dick 


[TO DOROTHY HUDNER] December 30, 1974 
Dear Dorothy, 


I’m afraid I won't be getting up this Christmas after all. However, maybe I’ll 
have better luck in the Spring. 

I hope you had a nice Christmas. We did. I got Tessa a new guitar, a very 
good one. We're feeling fine and optimistic. Yesterday a reporter from the New Yor- 
ker came here to interview me; he has written “The Talk of the Town” for twelve 
years and wants to print a piece about me, since he is a fan of mine. I thought that 
would interest you. He was very nice, but I found the six-hour interview exhaust- 
ing. He hopes to print his piece about me before the Rolling Stone article appears— 
I've read the transcript of that now and it is superb. 

Let us know how you are. 


Love, 


Phil 
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